

What I Never Told You

Book 2 — The First Time She Was Herself

by Olivia Cross


* * *

This is the second notebook. The first is in a box at the back of the closet, under a sweater I no longer wear. Sometimes I think about reading it again. I still can't — not because it hurts, but because the Clara in that notebook seems like someone I met at a party and never saw again. I recognize the face. I no longer recognize the fear.


Chapter 1 — The New Apartment

I moved in three weeks ago.

The apartment is smaller than the last one — one bedroom, a living room, a kitchen that fits two people if one of them doesn't move. It's on the fourth floor of a building with no elevator, which means I climb stairs every time I come home from work with grocery bags, which means my legs are getting stronger. Each step I climb is a small triumph, a physical reminder that I am moving upward — literally and metaphorically — for the first time in my adult life.

Thirty years old. First time living alone.

It should be scarier than it is. But the fear I expected never came. What came in its place was something else — a strange feeling of peace. As if I had been waiting for this silence for decades.

The breakup wasn't dramatic. It was the most adult thing I've ever done, and adult here means: painful, necessary, and without a villain. Ryan didn't do anything wrong. I didn't do anything wrong. We did the most common and invisible thing there is: we stayed together too long after the reason for staying had gone. The love was still there — a different kind of love, of esteem, of care, of shared history. But desire had died. Or perhaps it had never truly been born, and I spent years confusing security for passion.

The last conversation lasted three hours. We both cried — him first, which surprised and moved me at the same time. Ryan was always more contained, more controlled, and seeing him break down in front of me made me realize he also felt it, he also knew — he just didn't say it, just as I didn't say it, just as we spent years without saying anything.

— I didn't know you were so unhappy — he said, his voice thick.

— Because I didn't let you know. I didn't let anyone know. Not even myself.

We slept in the same apartment for two more weeks while things were sorted out, in an arrangement of mutual courtesy that was simultaneously gentle and devastating. He went to the bedroom, I went to the couch. Or I went to the bedroom and he to the couch. We alternated with a divorce-like politeness that neither of us had to agree on.

On the last night, before I moved to the new apartment, he hugged me at the door. The hug lasted longer than usual. I smelled him — that scent I had known for years, the same soap, the fabric softener I used to buy — and I realized I would miss him. Not the husband. The friend. The man who had been by my side for a decade and who deserved someone who truly desired him.

— I want you to be happy — he said. — Even if that's not with me.

— I want the same for you. You deserve someone who feels for you what I wasn't able to feel.

— Clara...

— It's true. And it's okay. Now everything is okay.

Neither of us lied. And that was the first time, in a long while, that a difficult conversation ended without lies.

The new apartment smells of paint and of someone who lived here before — a neutral smell, of another person's life already erased, waiting for me to leave mine. I spent the first weekend unpacking without hurry, putting things in places I chose without needing to negotiate with anyone. The toothbrush cup goes on the left side of the sink because I prefer it that way. The coffee maker goes in the corner by the window because I want to see the street while the coffee brews. The lamp goes on my side of the bed because now all sides are my side.

Small dictatorships of personal space. I never knew how much I wanted that.

On the first night, I lay in the new bed — a mattress bought in a hurry, white sheets I chose alone, the smell of paint still faint in the air. I stared at the ceiling of an apartment that was mine. Only mine. Where no one would ask how my day was if I didn't want to talk, and no one would sleep by my side if I didn't invite them, and no one would touch me with care and gentleness in a way that I needed but that was never enough.

I stared at the ceiling for a long time. The city hummed outside. The streetlight came through the curtainless window and drew shadows on the bare wall.

And then I put my hand between my own legs.

I closed my eyes. Breathed deeply. There was no rush. There was no one to interrupt me, no one to perform for, no one who would touch me with that procedural delicacy that made me want to scream.

This time, I didn't think of anyone specific. I didn't need borrowed fantasies, other men's faces, imagined situations to escape into. I thought of myself — my own body, my own will, what I wanted to feel and how I wanted to feel it. My fingers touched me with the intimacy of someone finally getting to know their own territory. There was no rush. There was exploration.

I slid my fingers over my clit slowly, wide circles, my breathing deepening. My thighs opened further. My other hand rose to my breasts, fingers finding my nipples, pressing with the exact pressure I liked and had never asked for. The pleasure built in layers — not the quick and nearly mechanical orgasm I used to produce to relieve tension, but something deeper, slower, more mine.

I came with a low moan, eyes closed, body arching on the virgin sheets. The waves came one after another, and for the first time in a very long time, there was no one inside my head but me. No ghosts. No escape fantasy. Just me, my body, my pleasure.

Afterward I lay in the dark of the new apartment with my heart beating in a rhythm that was mine and no one else's. My thighs still trembled slightly. My body still throbbed. And for the first time in years, I felt whole.

I slept well that night. Better than I had in a long time.

— Clara

Three weeks later


Chapter 2 — The App

My friends told me about the app even before I separated. That kind of girlfriend conversation that starts with "not that I'm suggesting anything" and ends with everyone knowing the technical details of how it works. I listened and laughed and thought: it's not for me, it would never be for me.

I downloaded it on a Thursday night, three weeks after moving in.

It wasn't a premeditated decision. It was an ordinary Thursday — work, grocery store, dinner alone with an episode of a series I wasn't really following. At ten at night I was on the couch with my phone in my hand, my body still vibrating with the strange energy of someone who had spent the whole day thinking about sex for no apparent reason. Or for an apparent reason: I was ovulating. My body knew. My body always knew, even when my mind pretended not to.

The app appeared as a suggestion — I don't know by what algorithm, by what combination of searches and behaviors my phone had tracked without asking. It appeared. And I clicked.

Signing up was faster than I expected. Photo — I used one of me at a dinner the previous year, good lighting, me laughing at something I don't remember. Some information. Preferences. When it came time to select what I was looking for, I paused for a full minute, my thumb hovering over the options. Serious relationship. Casual encounters. Friendship. Not sure yet. I checked the last one. It was the most honest.

I opened the main screen and there it all was.

I spent an hour looking without doing anything. Swiping photos left and right, evaluating smiles and badly written bios and poorly taken gym selfies. It was a human menu, and I felt strangely powerful — for the first time, the choice was entirely mine. I didn't have to please anyone. I didn't have to be chosen. I could choose.

I found that interesting. I found it slightly addictive.

And then I started imagining. What would each of those men do with me? What would they be like in bed? Would they be the kind who bites or the kind who asks permission? Would they pull my hair firmly? Whisper in my ear? Turn me face-down without ceremony?

With each profile I analyzed, a different fantasy took shape in my mind. And my underwear got wetter. And the filter — that damned filter that had followed me for twenty-nine years — kept dissolving.

On Friday night, after work, I opened the app again. There was a message.

Andrew, thirty-four, photo in a park, easy smile, brown eyes that seemed to laugh even in a still image. The message said: "Hi, Clara. I found your profile interesting. You seem like the type who has a lot more to say than what you put here."

I read it twice. It wasn't a sophisticated pickup line. But it was an observation — and I, as I've documented exhaustively in the previous notebook, am completely undone by observations. By men who notice things. By men who see beyond the surface.

I replied.

We talked for two days. Andrew was an architect, separated for a year, no children, lived nearby. He conversed well — not brilliantly, not the imposing kind of intelligence, but with genuine curiosity, asking real questions and answering mine without monosyllables. On the second day, late at night, when the conversation had already migrated to more personal territory, he asked if I wanted to have coffee.

I stared at the question for ten minutes.

The filter tried to turn on. It said it was too soon, I had just separated, what would people think. But this time I heard the filter and told it to shut up. I was no longer the woman who asked permission to live.

I replied: "Yes. Saturday?"

— Clara

Friday, 11:40 PM


Chapter 3 — Andrew

The coffee was on Saturday afternoon, at a bakery between our neighborhoods — neutral ground, no man's land, the geographic logic of app dates that I had learned in practice.

Andrew was like his photos: easy smile, relaxed manner, a little shorter than I expected but that was never a criterion. What caught my attention immediately were his hands — an architect's hands, long fingers, clean nails, no ring. And his voice. The voice was good. Deep without being forced, with a timbre that resonated in my chest and ran down my spine.

He arrived before me, already had coffee in hand when I walked in, saw me from the door and raised his cup in a "it's here" gesture that made me smile before I realized I was smiling.

We stayed two hours. The conversation was easy — dangerously easy. It flowed without effort, the silences weren't awkward, the laughter was genuine. At some point, we talked about work, and he said something I disagreed with. And I said I disagreed, directly, without softening the disagreement with "but I understand your point" or "it depends on how you look at it."

— I don't agree. I think you're wrong about that.

He stopped. He looked at me. He smiled — not the easy smile from before, another smile, slower, as if I had done something he didn't expect.

— Great. Explain.

I explained. He countered. I countered back. We spent five minutes in a genuine disagreement, and it was electrifying. Because I wasn't policing myself. Because he wasn't giving in just to please me. Because it was a real conversation between two adults who respected each other enough to disagree.

When we left, on the sidewalk, he looked at me differently. His brown eyes briefly moved to my mouth, then back to my eyes.

— You're even more interesting in person.

— So are you.

— Can we do this again? Dinner, maybe?

The filter tried to turn on. I ignored it.

— Sure. Wednesday?

Dinner was at a small Italian restaurant, candles that were more menu-romanticism than conscious decision but worked the same way. We drank red wine. Ate pasta. The conversation became more intimate, more personal, more full of meaningful pauses.

At some point, he extended his hand across the table and touched my fingers. A light touch, almost casual, but carrying intention. I felt the electric shock run up my arm. My thighs pressed together under the table.

— Are you nervous? — he asked, his thumb tracing slow circles on the back of my hand.

— A little.

— You don't have to be. We're not in a hurry.

The word "hurry" disarmed me. Because I was used to hurry — my own hurry, other people's hurry, the hurry to reach the end before someone changed their mind. Andrew was telling me there was no hurry. And that was new.

On the way out, on the sidewalk, he came closer. His hand went to my face, his thumb touching my jaw, tilting my head slightly back. His eyes on mine. His mouth inches from mine.

— May I?

— You may.

The kiss was good. Not explosive, not devastating — but good. A kiss of soft lips, tongue in the right measure, hand still on my face. I felt my body respond, warmth rising, my nipples hardening. When we separated, he smiled.

— Would you like to come have a drink at my place?

I laughed.

— You read my mind.

Andrew's apartment was functional, modern, with plants and books and a reasonable view of the city. He poured wine, we sat on the couch, and the conversation naturally died out — replaced by something else.

When he kissed me again, it was different from the sidewalk kiss. More intense. Hungrier. His hand went to the back of my neck, fingers wrapping into my hair, pulling gently. I moaned against his mouth. He smiled against mine.

— You like that?

— I do.

— What specifically?

— Having my hair pulled.

He repeated the gesture, this time with more force, tilting my head back, exposing my neck. His mouth moved down, kissing, nipping, his warm tongue tracing a path to my collarbone.

— Tell me more — he murmured against my skin. — What else do you like?

Nobody had ever asked me that. Nobody. Ryan assumed. The others assumed. Andrew was asking — and the simple act of putting my desires into words, of saying out loud what I wanted, was already exciting in itself.

— I like to be touched firmly. I like a voice in my ear. I like to be held.

— Held how?

— Like you're not afraid of breaking me.

He pulled back slightly, looked me in the eyes. There was something new there — respect, perhaps. Or understanding. Or both.

— I'm not afraid of breaking you.

And he took me to the bedroom.

Andrew was good in bed. Not exceptional, not unforgettable — but good. He knew how to use his hands, how to use his mouth, he asked what I wanted and actually listened to the answer. He touched me firmly, turned me face-down when I asked, held my hips with force enough to leave marks — and I wanted marks, I wanted proof that it had been real.

The sex was pleasant, present, honest. But what really marked me wasn't the sex itself — it was the conversation before. It was the question. It was the "what else do you like?" that nobody had ever asked.

I came with him touching me from behind, his fingers inside me, his mouth on my neck, his voice in my ear saying "that's it, beautiful, come on." The orgasm came in waves, more intense than the ones I had alone, less intense than the ones I would have later with others. But it was true. It was real.

Afterward, we lay there. The sweat cooling on our skin. Our breathing returning to normal.

— You're intense — he said.

— Is that a problem?

— No. It's rare.

Andrew kissed my forehead and fell asleep. I stayed awake, staring at the ceiling, thinking. Thinking that I had just had sex with a man I met on an app, in his apartment, without guilt, without filter, without regret. Thinking that I had said out loud what I liked. Thinking that this was just the beginning.

I left his apartment at seven in the morning. The sun rising over the buildings. The cold morning air on my face. And a new sensation in my chest — freedom.

It wasn't passion. It wasn't love. But it was a beginning. And for someone who had spent twenty-nine years pretending, any beginning is a victory.

— Clara

Wednesday, 11:10 PM


Chapter 4 — What I Learned From Andrew and the Others Who Came After

After Andrew came others. Not many — I'm not good with quantity, I'm good with attention, and attention has its limits. But some. Each one entered my life like an unexpected teacher, each one taught me something about my body that I didn't know, each one unlocked a dark room inside me that had been locked for decades.

I'm going to write about them here with all the detail they deserve. Because this notebook is for the truth, and the truth is that each one revealed a piece of the puzzle of my sexuality — pieces hidden beneath layers of shame, of good girl, of "that's not what decent women do."

It's what living women do. And I am alive.

Daniel, thirty-one years old, university professor of literature.

If I said a professor of literature — yes, I know. The universe has a peculiar sense of humor. But this Daniel was the opposite of Ryan in almost everything. Where my ex-husband was stable and predictable, this one was intense and magnetic. Where the other was contained, this one was expansive. Where the other touched me as if I were porcelain, this one touched me as if I were flesh, bone and need — and as if he had all the time in the world to explore me.

Daniel had a writer's hands — long thin fingers, nails always slightly stained with fountain pen ink, blue veins rising on the back when he gestured. Hands that moved with a precision I didn't expect from someone who seemed so disorganized otherwise. His dark brown hair was always falling over his eyes — honey-colored eyes that changed with the light and looked at me as if reading a book whose ending he already knew but wanted to savor every page.

We spent one single night together. But what a night.

I met Daniel on the app — he caught my attention with a bio that said "looking for someone who knows that body is text." I thought it was pretentious. Then I understood. He read bodies like I read books: with attention, with respect, with the awareness that every detail matters.

His apartment was organized chaos — books piled on the floor, papers spread on the table, a black cat that completely ignored me and curled up in an armchair. He offered me tea. We talked about literature and loneliness and how academia can be a toxic place. He laughed easily. So did I.

And then, in a pause in the conversation, he looked at me differently.

— You have a body that asks — he said, simply, as if commenting on the weather.

— Asks what?

— Asks for touch. Asks for attention. Not the kind most people give — quick, functional, in a hurry to reach the end. Real attention. Attention that reads.

I felt a shiver down my spine. Nobody had ever said that.

— And you read? — I asked.

— I'm a professor. It's what I do.

He stood up, extended his hand. I took it. He led me to the bedroom.

Daniel's bedroom was minimalist — big bed, white sheets, a corner lamp casting golden light on the walls. He lay me on my back and looked at me for a time that seemed eternal. Not an evaluating look. A reading look. As if my shoulders were a paragraph, my collarbones a sentence, my breasts a metaphor he needed to decipher.

— You're very beautiful — he said, but not as a compliment. As a literary observation.

— Thank you.

— Don't thank me. It's not a favor I'm doing. It's a fact.

He began to touch me. But not just any touch — it was a touch that started at the extremities and migrated to the center with an excruciating slowness. First the tips of his fingers grazing my temples, moving down my cheeks, contouring my jaw. Then his hands on my shoulders, massaging, pressing the tension points I didn't know existed.

— You hold tension here — he murmured, his thumbs working my trapezius muscles. — And here. And here.

His hands moved down my back while I remained lying face-down, my blouse already on the floor, my bra still in place. He unhooked it with one-handed dexterity that revealed practice. The fabric gave way. And then his hands were bare on my bare back, and I already had my eyes closed.

— Breathe — he said. — Deep. Let it out slowly.

I obeyed. My breathing slowed, deepened. And as my breathing changed, his hands changed too — sliding along my spine, finding each vertebra, massaging each knot of tension.

It lasted forty minutes. Forty minutes during which he didn't touch my breasts, didn't touch between my legs, didn't do anything that most men would call "sex." But I had never been so aroused in my life.

Because he was reading me. Because each touch was a word, and he was writing a text on my body that I had never read before.

— Turn over — he said.

I turned onto my back. My breasts exposed, my nipples hard as stone. He didn't touch them. Instead, he began tracing concentric circles around them, getting closer and closer, and when his fingers finally touched my nipples, I moaned so loudly that the cat meowed in the living room.

— Do you like waiting? — he asked.

— I hate it.

— But you're enjoying it.

— I am.

— Why?

— Because nobody has ever done this. Because everyone always hurried. Because I always hurried.

— And now?

— Now I want you to touch me. Really. Everywhere.

He smiled. That smile of someone who knew exactly what he was doing.

— Then ask.

— Please — I said, my voice already trembling. — Touch me. Touch all of me.

He touched all of me.

His hands moved down my belly, around my navel, over the bones of my hips. He spent long minutes massaging my thighs — first the outside, then the inside, getting closer and closer to the center, but never quite arriving. My underwear was so wet the fabric clung to my skin. He noticed.

— You're very wet — he said, and it wasn't a question.

— I have been since you started touching me.

— Since before, I think. You've been wet since you arrived.

— Perhaps.

— You like being read?

— I do.

— Then let me read more.

He removed my underwear with ritual slowness. The fabric slid down my thighs, my knees, my ankles. And then I was completely naked, legs open, exposed in the center of the bed like an open book.

He lay down beside me. Propped his head on his hand and looked at me. His free hand traveled over my body without hurry: neck, breasts, belly, and then — finally — between my legs.

His fingers found my swollen clit and made a slow, almost lazy circular motion. My hips lifted involuntarily. A moan escaped my throat.

— Like this? — he asked.

— Like this. Don't stop.

— I won't stop. But you need to breathe.

— I can't.

— You can. Breathe with me.

He synchronized the movements of his fingers with my breathing: I breathed in and his fingers rose, I breathed out and they fell, in a hypnotic rhythm that built a wave inside me. It wasn't a quick orgasm — it was a tide. A tide that rose and fell, higher and higher each time, closer and closer to shore.

— Are you going to come for me? — he asked, his mouth close to my ear, his deep voice vibrating on my skin.

— Yes.

— Then come. Come beautifully. Come completely.

And I came.

It was an orgasm unlike any I had had before. Not explosive — expansive. It started in my clit and spread to my belly, my thighs, my breasts, my throat. My back arched completely. My eyes closed so tightly I saw points of light. My fingers grabbed his white sheets and pulled them off the mattress.

It lasted a long time. Much longer than normal. And all the while, Daniel kept touching me in the same rhythm, his soft voice saying "that's it, go on, I'm reading you, I'm reading all of you."

When the waves finally passed, I was crying. Silent tears running down my temples, wetting my hair. He wasn't alarmed. He simply came up, held me, cradled me.

— It happens — he said, his thumb wiping my tears. — When the body holds too much, it happens.

— You read that too?

— I read it. It was written in your back, in your shoulders, in your breathing. You needed to cry for a long time.

I lay in his arms for a time I couldn't measure. Then, when my breathing returned to normal and the tears stopped, he kissed me. Sweet, slow, unhurried.

— Now — he said — tell me what else you like.

— I like to be held firmly.

— Like this?

He wrapped his arms around me, pulled me close, his muscles enveloping me. His large hand held my hip with a pressure that was possession and safety at the same time.

— Like that — I confirmed.

— What else?

— I like a voice in my ear. Hearing what's going to be done to me.

— I noticed that. You shudder every time I speak close to you.

— You noticed?

— I noticed. You're very responsive. It's beautiful to see.

He kept touching me, his fingers now inside me, his mouth at my ear, and I came again — this time faster, but just as intense. And afterward, it was my turn to move my mouth down his body. I tasted the salty flavor of his skin, his chest muscles, the dark hair. He was beautiful. His cock was thick, with prominent veins, his broad head already glistening.

— May I? — I asked.

— Please.

I sucked Daniel with want. With the calm he had taught me — unhurried, exploring textures, licking the veins, sucking the head. He moaned softly, his hands in my hair, but without forcing, without guiding. Letting me read his body too.

When he came in my mouth, it was warm and salty and abundant. I swallowed everything. He pulled me up and kissed me deeply, his tongue mixing our tastes together.

I left his apartment early in the morning. The sun rising over the buildings. The cat ignoring me as I left. Daniel kissed me at the door and said:

— Do you write?

— I write.

— Then write about this. Your body deserves to be recorded.

And I am recording it now.

Vincent, thirty-six years old, businessman doing something I never quite understood.

If Daniel was poetry, Vincent was thunder.

I met Vincent on the same app, a week later. His photo was different from all the others — he wasn't smiling. He looked directly at the camera with an intensity that made my stomach drop before I had even read his bio. The bio said only: "I know what I want. If you do too, message me."

I knew immediately.

The first date was at a dark bar downtown. Vincent arrived before me, already had a whiskey in hand. He stood up when he saw me — tall, broad shoulders, close dark beard, black hair with a few silver strands. But what really commanded attention was his gaze. That gaze. The same gaze as the man at the party ten years ago — the one that doesn't look away, that chooses you, that evaluates and approves or discards in seconds.

He approved of me. I noticed by the way his dark eyes traveled my body — a slow inspection, undisguised, unashamed.

— You're even more beautiful than your photos — he said, his voice deep, baritone, resonating in my chest.

— Thank you.

— It's not a compliment. It's a fact. Sit down.

I sat. He ordered a drink for me without asking what I wanted. A martini. He got it right. Or perhaps he read minds. Or perhaps he was the type of man who simply knows.

The conversation was brief. He wasn't one for much talk — not from shyness, but from economy. Every word had weight. Every silence had intention. I found out he was a tech entrepreneur, that he traveled a lot, that he had been married once and that he had no patience for games.

— What kind of games? — I asked.

— Pretending you don't want what you want. Pretending you don't feel what you feel. Pretending to be someone you're not.

— I spent my life doing that.

— I know. You can see it. You have the eyes of someone who is tired of pretending.

That hit me like a punch. Because it was true. Because he had seen in five minutes what Daniel had taken two hours to read and my ex-husband had never read in years. Because Vincent wasn't a patient reader — he was a hunter. And I was in his sights.

— What do you want? — he asked, direct, his eyes fixed on mine.

— I want to stop pretending.

— And what else?

— I want someone who looks at me without looking away. Who touches me without asking permission at every step. Who fucks me like I'm real and not porcelain.

He smiled. A slow, predatory smile that transformed his serious face into something almost dangerous.

— Then let's go to your place.

In the cab, he didn't touch me. He sat beside me, his thigh grazing mine, his body heat radiating. He said nothing. But the tension in the air was so dense I could barely breathe.

We arrived at my apartment. Climbed four flights of stairs. I opened the door with trembling fingers. And as soon as the door closed behind us, he pushed me against the wall.

The kiss was violent — in the best sense. His mouth took mine with a hunger that came from somewhere deep. His teeth bit my lower lip. His tongue invaded. One of his large hands grabbed my hair at the nape, pulling hard, tilting my head back. The other gripped my waist, holding me still against the wall.

— You like this? — he growled against my mouth.

— Yes.

— What specifically?

— Being held like that. Firmly.

— Having your hair pulled?

— Yes.

— Being kissed hard?

— Yes.

— What else do you like? Tell me. No filter.

He pulled back slightly, looking at me. His dark eyes were almost black with desire. His beard scratched my jaw. His hard length pressed against my hip.

— I like voice — I said, breathless. — I like hearing what's going to be done to me.

— Then I'll tell you. I'll tell you every single thing I'm going to do. And you're going to like it. You're going to get wet just from hearing. You already are, aren't you?

— I am.

— I know. I can feel it from here. I can smell you.

He pressed his hip against mine, and I moaned. He smiled.

— That's it. Moan. Moan for me.

— Touch me — I asked. — Please.

— Please what?

— Please touch me.

— Like this?

His large hand moved down my body, gripped my breast over my blouse, his fingers finding my hard nipple and pinching. My body arched. My head fell back against the wall.

— That's what I like — he murmured against my neck, his mouth moving down, his teeth grazing. — You're responsive. You moan when I squeeze. You tremble when I bite. You're delicious.

— Suck my breasts — I asked, my voice already almost a sob. — Please.

— Are you giving me orders now?

— No... I'm asking.

— Then ask properly.

— Please suck my breasts. Please.

He took me to the bedroom. He lay me on the bed and pulled my blouse off in one movement. My bra followed, unhooked by experienced fingers. And then his mouth was on my breasts, his tongue in circles, his teeth pinching, sucking with force enough to leave marks.

— Like this? — he asked between sucks. — You like it like this?

— Yes. Harder.

He obeyed. He sucked harder, bit, licked. My back arched off the bed. My hands grabbed his dark hair. My underwear was soaked.

He moved his mouth down my belly, pausing to kiss every inch. And then he was between my thighs. He pulled off my jeans with force, my underwear with more force — the fabric tore slightly, and I didn't care.

— Look at me — he ordered.

I looked. He was lying between my open thighs, his face inches from my pussy, his dark eyes fixed on mine.

— You're so wet — he said. — So much. I'm going to lick you now. I'm going to lick you until you come in my mouth. And you're going to come so beautifully for me, aren't you?

— Yes.

— Promise?

— I promise.

His mouth descended. And his tongue — that tongue — began to work.

He licked me in slow circles, alternating long strokes with suction on my clit. His fingers entered me, two at once, curving upward, finding that exact spot that made me see stars. His mouth didn't stop. His fingers didn't stop. His voice continued — "that's it, beautiful, moan in my ear," "you taste incredible," "you're going to come, you are, you are."

And I did.

I came in his mouth with a cry that echoed through the apartment. My thighs clamped around his head so tightly he groaned. The waves came one after another, and he kept licking through all of them, prolonging every second, sucking every spasm.

When he finally stopped, he came up and kissed me. My mouth filled with my own taste. He smiled against my lips.

— One — he said. — Now I want more.

— Give me a minute.

— No. I won't give you a minute. You can handle more.

He turned me face-down. He pulled me by the waist, putting me on all fours. His large hands on my ass, opening, massaging.

— What a view — he murmured. — So gorgeous on all fours. You like being fucked this way?

— I do.

— You like it this way, like a good little slut?

The word went through me like an electric shock. My entire body shuddered. My pussy clenched in the emptiness.

— Answer — he insisted, his hand giving my ass a light smack. — You like it?

— I do — I said, my voice trembling but full of conviction. — I like being called that.

— Yeah? Since when?

— Since now. Since you.

— So you're my slut?

— I am.

— My gorgeous slut. Look how wet you are. Look how you offer yourself. You want my cock, slut?

— I do. Fuck me. Please, fuck me.

He groaned — a hoarse sound from deep in his chest — and thrust inside me all at once. One deep stroke that filled me completely, tore a cry from my throat, made my nails scratch the sheets.

— Feels so good — I moaned. — So good. So big. Fill me up.

— You like big cock?

— I love it.

— You like being fucked hard?

— I do. Fuck me hard. Give it to me.

He increased his pace. The thrusts became more intense, deeper, the sound of his hips meeting my ass echoing through the room. His hands held my hips with so much force I knew there would be bruises. And I wanted the bruises.

— That's it — he growled. — Take it. Take my cock. All of it.

— Mine — I moaned, not sure anymore what I was saying. — Your cock is mine. Mine.

— Is it? Are you giving me orders now?

— I am. It's mine. Give it to me.

He moaned louder. His thrusts became stronger, faster, more uncontrolled. One of his hands left my hip and went to my clit, his wet fingers touching me at the exact right spot.

— Come with me — he ordered. — Now. Go.

And I came. I came so hard I cried, I screamed, I clenched around his cock with such intensity that he came too — in hot streams that filled me, ran down my thighs, dripped onto the sheets.

We stayed in that position for a moment, him still inside me, both of us trembling, sweating, breathless. Then he collapsed beside me on the bed and pulled me to his chest.

— Damn — he murmured.

— It was...

— It was.

We were quiet for a while. Our breathing returning to normal. Our bodies still pressed together.

— You really do like being called a slut — he said, and there was a smile in his voice.

— I discovered that today.

— And before? Never?

— Before I was ashamed. I thought it was wrong. That good girls didn't like those things.

— And now?

— Now I know that good girl is a prison. And I'm no longer locked up.

He kissed my forehead. Then he turned me to face him, looked me in the eyes.

— We're not done — he said.

— No?

— No. I told you. I'm going to make you come with just my voice.

— Impossible.

— Want to bet?

He lay down beside me. His large hand resting motionless on my hip. His mouth close to my right ear. That voice — that voice — began speaking softly.

— Are you comfortable?

— I am.

— Then close your eyes. Just listen.

I closed my eyes.

— Imagine you're tied up. Not tightly — firmly. Your wrists bound to the headboard with a silk scarf. Your legs open, your ankles tied to the foot of the bed. You can't move. You can't close your legs. You can't stop me.

I felt the first shiver.

— I'm standing beside the bed, watching you. You're naked. Completely exposed. Your pussy is glistening you're so wet. Your nipples are hard. Your eyes are closed — open your eyes.

I opened them.

— That's it. Now imagine I'm watching you. And I'm going to touch you. But not with my hands. With my mouth. First your ankles. Then your calves. Then the back of your knees — did you know it's sensitive there? I'm going to lick the back of your knees and you're going to feel it in your pussy.

I was already feeling it.

— Then I'll move up. Your thighs. The inside of your thighs. Slowly. Sucking, biting lightly, leaving marks. You're trembling. You're trying to close your legs but you can't — you're tied. You're at my mercy.

My hips moved involuntarily. My hand tried to move down to touch myself, but he held it.

— No. No hands. Just the voice. Keep listening.

I kept listening.

— I get close to your pussy but I don't touch it. I drag my tongue along your inner hip. Your belly. Your breasts. I suck your nipples until you moan. You're begging. You're saying "please lick me, please suck me, please fuck me." But I won't. Not yet. You don't give me orders — I give you orders. You're my slut, and my slut comes when I allow it.

The word again, and my entire body responded to it. My pussy clenched. My clit throbbed.

— Now imagine I come down. Finally. My mouth gets close. I can smell you. You're so wet you're dripping onto the sheets. I'm going to lick you. But first you're going to beg. Beg.

— Please — I whispered onto the empty bed, my eyes closed, my body trembling.

— Please what?

— Lick me. Suck me. Make me come.

— That's it, my slut. I'm going to lick you. But very slowly. Just barely. Only the tip of my tongue. You want more, but I won't give it. I'm going to tease you. I'm going to lick around your clit without touching it. I'm going to blow on it. You're going to lose your mind.

I was losing my mind. My body arched on the bed without anyone touching me. My hands gripped the sheets. My head turned from side to side.

He continued. He described every lick, every suck, every finger he pushed inside me. He described how he would turn me over and fuck me from behind. He described how he would come inside me. He described how I would come screaming his name.

And then he said:

— Now. Come. Come for me.

And I came.

I came alone on the bed, with no touch, no finger, nothing but his voice in my ear. The orgasm came from my brain and spread through my body — an orgasm unlike all the others, more mental, more profound, more devastating. I cried while I came. I screamed while I came. And when the waves passed, I was a human wreck, completely undone.

— Impossible — I whispered, my voice hoarse.

He smiled against my hair.

— Nothing is impossible. You just didn't know.

We lay wrapped together for hours. He kissed me, held me, covered me. And when the sun rose, I lay on my side, looking at him, thinking: I am a woman who can come from a voice. Thirty years to discover that. But now I know. Now I will never forget.

Vincent left my apartment at seven in the morning. He kissed me at the door. He said:

— You're intense.

— Is that a problem?

— No. It's rare. Don't lose yourself again.

And he left.

We never saw each other again. But I keep Vincent in a special place. He was the one who introduced me to the slut that lives in me — and I discovered I like her. I like her very much.

— Clara

Sunday, 10:45 PM


Chapter 5 — The Night With Fernanda

This chapter will be the hardest to write. Not because I regret it — I regret nothing I record here, that's what this notebook is for. But because it is the experience furthest from the version of me the world knows, and even here, even in this notebook nobody reads, I feel the old resistance trying to install the filter.

It won't install. I write. I write everything.

Fernanda is a work colleague. Not on the same team — different floor, different project, we see each other in general meetings and in the hallway and in the break room. We have the kind of friendship that exists in those in-between spaces: friendly to each other, close enough to have lunch together sometimes, not intimate enough that I knew, before that night, that Fernanda liked women too.

She told me on a Friday happy hour, after the third drink, with the naturalness of someone commenting on the weather.

— I'm bi — she said, between an olive and a sip of beer. — I don't know if you knew.

I didn't know. I said I didn't know. My voice came out normally, but something inside me leaped. I can't explain what. It wasn't surprise at the information — Fernanda being bi wasn't my business, it wasn't news in the world. It was something else. It was a door opening in a wall I didn't know existed.

— That's fine — she said. And moved on to the next subject: the delayed project, the unbearable boss, the trip she wanted to take.

But I didn't move on. I spent the entire weekend thinking about her. About her honey-brown eyes. About her full mouth painted with dark lipstick. About the way she gestured with her hands — hands with nails always painted different colors, rings on her long fingers, a moon tattoo on her left wrist.

On Saturday night, alone in my apartment, I touched myself thinking of Fernanda. I thought about her eyes, her mouth, her hands. I imagined what it would be like to kiss another woman — the different texture, the different taste, the absence of stubble, the presence of curves. I came with a muffled moan and lay staring at the ceiling, my heart racing, my head spinning.

Do I like women?

The question echoed in the silence of the room. It had no answer. It didn't need one. But the excitement I felt — that intense, new, electric excitement — was real. As real as anything I had felt with men. More real, perhaps, because it was forbidden. Because it was new. Because it was a part of me I had never allowed to exist.

Two weeks later, Fernanda invited me to dinner.

— Just the two of us — she said, her eyes shining with something I couldn't decipher. — I have an Argentine wine that's been waiting for a special occasion.

— And what's the occasion?

— You.

I went.

Her apartment was the opposite of mine — full of things, paintings on the walls, plants hanging in macramé pots, colorful cushions on the couch, books piled on the floor. An organized disorder that told the story of someone who knew exactly who they were. The smell was incense and lavender and something sweet I couldn't identify.

— Bergamot — she said, as if reading my mind. — It's the essential oil I use in the diffuser. Do you like it?

— I love it.

— Good. I want you to feel comfortable here.

Fernanda looked beautiful. A black dress with thin straps that emphasized her curves without overdoing it, her curly hair loose over her shoulders, her brown skin glowing in the amber light of the living room. She wore a dark wine lipstick that made her mouth even fuller, large hoop earrings, and the moon tattoo on her wrist, and an energy so self-assured it made me feel small and large at the same time.

— You're looking at me — she said, a smile at the corner of her mouth.

— I am. Sorry.

— Don't apologize. I'm enjoying it.

We opened the wine. We cooked together — she cutting the tomatoes, me stirring the sauce, the small kitchen keeping us close to each other. Our arms brushed occasionally. Our hips bumped. Each accidental touch was an electric shock that ran up my spine and pulsed at the base of my belly.

— You're nervous — she said, without looking at me, her eyes fixed on the tomatoes she was cutting.

— A little.

— Why?

— Because I never... — I stopped, the sentence dying in my throat.

She set down the knife. Turned to me. Looked me in the eyes — those honey-brown eyes that up close had little gold flecks.

— You've never been with a woman?

— Never.

— And you want to be?

The question hung in the air. The sauce bubbled on the stove. Soft music played in the living room. My heart hammered against my ribs.

— I do — I replied, my voice lower than I would have liked, but firm. — I want to.

She smiled. That slow, unhurried smile that made her eyes close slightly.

— Then finish the sauce. We'll have dinner first. Then we'll see.

We had dinner by candlelight. The pasta was perfect. The wine was delicious. The conversation flowed as it always did — work, life, breakups. She told me about her ex-girlfriend, about how they had been together five years, about how the love ended but the friendship remained. She spoke about her discovery of bisexuality with a naturalness that made me envious.

— How did you know? — I asked.

— How did I know I liked women?

— Yes.

— I always knew. Since I was a girl. But it took a long time to accept it. Family, church, society... you know how it is.

— I know.

— But at some point you get tired, right? Tired of pretending. Tired of hiding. Tired of not living out of fear of what people will think.

— So tired.

— Are you tired?

— Exhausted.

She extended her hand across the table and touched my fingers. The touch was light, but it burned. Her red-painted nails contrasting with my lighter skin.

— Are you discovering yourself now? — she asked.

— I am. Late, but I am.

— It's never too late. I have a friend who discovered herself at fifty. At fifty! And she's happier than ever.

— I just... I don't know how to do it. With a woman. I don't know what to do.

— You don't need to know. You just need to feel. Your body figures out the rest.

We finished dinner. We opened a second bottle of wine. We sat on the couch, glasses in hand, the soft music filling the silence. At some point, she rested her head on my shoulder. The smell of her hair invaded my nostrils — coconut, lavender, something sweet. I closed my eyes and breathed deeply.

— Are you afraid? — she asked.

— A little.

— Of what?

— Of not knowing. Of doing it wrong. Of not liking it. Of liking it too much.

She lifted her head. Looked at me. Her hand rose to my face, her fingers touching my cheek with a delicacy that undid me.

— You're not going to do it wrong — she said. — Because there is no wrong. There's only what we want. And you want this?

The question hung in the air. Her eyes on mine. Her hand on my face. Her full mouth inches away.

— I do — I whispered.

— Then kiss me.

Fernanda kisses differently from any man who has ever kissed me.

It's not a question of better or worse — it's a question of language. Kissing a man is speaking a language I have known all my life. Kissing Fernanda was learning a new language in the middle of the kiss — and discovering I already knew the words, I had just never used them.

Her lips were softer. Her tongue was more delicate, more curious, less invasive. There wasn't the masculine urgency to dominate, to lead, to reach a destination. There was mutual exploration. Genuine curiosity. Exchange.

She kissed me slowly, her hand still on my face, her thumb caressing my cheek. I tasted wine and lipstick and something sweet that was only her. My hands, initially paralyzed, rose to her shoulders — soft shoulders, warm skin, the straps of her dress under my fingers.

She pulled back slightly, smiling.

— See? You know how.

— I didn't do anything.

— Yes you did. You stayed here. You didn't run. That's already a beginning.

She kissed me again. This time more intense. Her tongue met mine with more confidence. Her hands moved from my shoulders to my back, tracing slow circles on my spine. I felt my entire body respond — nipples hardening, pussy throbbing, my underwear getting wet.

— Can I take your blouse off? — she asked against my mouth.

— You can.

She pulled back slightly. Looked at me. Her fingers found the hem of my blouse and pulled it up slowly, revealing every inch of skin. I lifted my arms to help. The blouse fell to the floor. I was left in my bra — a simple black lace bra I had chosen without thinking, but which now seemed the most important thing in the world.

— Beautiful — she murmured, her eyes traveling over my shoulders, my breasts covered in lace, my waist. — You're very beautiful, Clara.

— So are you.

— I know. But it's not me we're talking about right now. It's you.

She came close again. Her mouth moved down my neck — light kisses, her warm tongue touching my skin, her teeth grazing lightly. My head fell back. A moan escaped my throat.

— You like biting? — she asked.

— I do.

— Here?

She bit the curve of my neck, and I moaned louder.

— Here too?

She bit my shoulder, and my back arched.

— Seems so — she laughed softly. — Shall we go to the bedroom?

— Let's.

Fernanda's bedroom was a sanctuary. Plants hanging from the ceiling, a colorful bedspread, candles lit on the bedside table, the scent of bergamot in the air. She lay me on the bed and stood beside it, looking at me.

— First, let's get rid of this — she said, her fingers finding my bra clasp.

She unhooked it easily. The fabric gave way. And then my breasts were bare, my nipples hard, my breathing rapid. She didn't touch them right away. She stood looking — a lingering, intense look that was approval and hunger and reverence all at once.

— So beautiful — she murmured. — So perfect.

— Fernanda...

— Shh. Let me look.

She looked for a moment longer. Then she bent down and pressed her mouth to my left breast. She only touched her lips to it. I felt the warmth of her mouth, the moisture, and my entire body shuddered.

— Sensitive? — she asked.

— Very.

— Then we'll go slowly.

She began to lick me. First slow circles around my nipple, without touching it directly. Then the tip of her tongue teasing the areola. Then, finally, her whole mouth sucking the hard nipple.

The moan that came out of me was almost a cry. My back arched. My hands grabbed the colorful bedspread.

— Like this? — she asked between sucks.

— Like this. Perfect.

She alternated between my breasts with a patience that maddened me. She sucked one while massaging the other with her hand. Then she switched. Then she used both hands while her mouth moved down my belly, my stomach, tracing a wet path to my jeans.

— These need to come off — she said, her fingers at the button. — Is that okay?

— Yes. Everything.

She removed my jeans with the same ritual slowness. Then my underwear. And then I was completely naked on Fernanda's bed, my legs slightly open, completely exposed, completely vulnerable — and for the first time in my life, I had no urge to cover myself.

— Do you know how beautiful you are? — she asked, her eyes moving over my naked body. — Beautiful. All of you.

Nobody had ever used those words about my body that way. Men said "you," "there," "that spot." But Fernanda — Fernanda looked at my sex and described it with such intimacy, such warmth, and the words sounded natural, intimate, sexy.

— So wet — she continued, her fingers touching the inside of my thighs. — Glistening. Are you turned on for me?

— Very.

— Do you want me to lick you?

— I do. Please.

— Then open your legs. More. That's it. Like that.

Fernanda's mouth on my pussy was a divine revelation.

She had no hurry. Men have hurry — even the best ones, even Daniel with his patient reading. There is a masculine urgency that is almost biological, an impulse to reach the end, the climax, the conclusion. Fernanda didn't have that. Fernanda licked me as if she had all the time in the world. As if every inch of my anatomy deserved individual attention.

She started at the outer lips. She licked each one separately, her soft tongue gliding over the skin, her fingers gently opening the way. Then the inner lips, even slower, even more delicate. Then the entrance — the tip of her tongue teasing, going in and out, her fingers massaging around it.

And in all those minutes, she didn't touch my clit once.

I was losing my mind. My hips moved on their own. My hands grabbed the bedspread. My moans were loud, continuous, desperate.

— Fernanda... please...

— Please what, beautiful?

— Lick me. Really lick me.

— I am licking you.

— My clit. Please.

— Oh, you want me to suck your clit? Why didn't you ask before?

She laughed — a low, conspiratorial laugh — and then lowered her mouth to where I needed her most.

The first lick on my clit was like lightning. My back arched completely. My mouth opened in a soundless moan. She began to lick in slow circles, knowing the anatomy with a precision that came from experience — the experience of having the same organ, of knowing exactly what works, of having been on the other side.

— Like this? — she would ask, changing the rhythm. — Or like this?

— Like this. Yes. Don't stop.

— You like pressure? Harder?

— Harder. Yes. Like that.

She sucked my clit hard, and at the same time pushed two fingers inside me — long fingers, short nails, that found my G-spot on the first try. The combination of her mouth on my clit and her fingers inside me brought me to the edge in seconds.

— I'm going to come — I warned, my voice trembling.

— Come. In my mouth. Go. I want to feel you.

And I came.

It was an orgasm that came from the depths of my soul. My back arched so much my head sank into the pillow. My legs trembled uncontrollably. My hands grabbed Fernanda's curly hair and held her against me, and she kept licking through every wave, sucking every spasm, drinking every drop.

The orgasm lasted a long time. Much longer than normal. And when it finally passed, I was crying — hot tears running down my temples, my body still trembling, my breathing completely out of control.

Fernanda came up. She held me. Pressed me to her chest.

— It happens — she whispered, her thumb wiping my tears. — The first few times, it happens.

— How do you know?

— Because I cried too. My first time with a woman. It's too intense. It's a kind of surrender nobody teaches you. You're used to surrendering to men, and that's one thing. Surrendering to another woman is different — it's as if you're surrendering to yourself.

— That's exactly it.

— I know.

We lay in silence for a while. My breathing returning to normal. My tears drying. The scent of bergamot in the air.

— Fernanda?

— Yes.

— I want to touch you too.

She smiled against my hair.

— You don't have to.

— I want to. I really want to.

— Then come.

She lay on her back. I stayed beside her, propped on one elbow, looking at her. Fernanda naked was a sight I wanted to keep forever: her full breasts, narrow waist, wide hips, her brown skin gleaming in the candlelight.

— You're looking at me — she said, an amused smile on her lips.

— I am. I'm nervous.

— You don't need to be. Come. Touch me.

My hands were trembling. I extended my fingers and touched her shoulder — her skin was soft, warm, different from the roughness of men. I moved down to her breasts, her belly, her hips. She closed her eyes, a smile on her lips.

— Like that — she murmured. — Nice and slowly. No hurry.

I touched her breasts. They were full and soft, her nipples dark and hard. I ran my thumb around her areola, mimicking what she had done to me. She moaned softly.

— That's it. Like that. So good.

I lowered my mouth to her breast. I licked her nipple — the taste was slightly salty, the texture soft. I sucked the way she had sucked me, and she moaned louder, and I felt a wave of power. I was doing this. I was giving pleasure to another woman. And it was exciting in a completely new way.

— Harder — she asked. — You can suck harder. Bite gently.

I obeyed. I sucked harder, bit gently. She arched her back.

— That's it. Perfect. You learn fast.

— I have a good teacher.

My hand moved down her belly, reached her inner thigh. I felt her curls — trimmed, soft. I felt her wetness. I touched her outer lips with the tips of my fingers, uncertain.

— More — she asked. — Open me. Touch me.

I gently parted her lips. I felt the warm, wet texture. My fingers explored her anatomy — so different from mine, so the same. Her clit was a swollen pearl. I touched it with the tip of my finger, and she moaned.

— There. That. In circles.

I made slow circles. She moaned, her eyes closed, her hips moving. With each moan from her, I grew more aroused, more confident.

— Like this? — I asked.

— Like this. Faster. A little more pressure.

I obeyed. I sped up the circles, increased the pressure. I felt her body begin to tremble.

— I'm going to come — she announced, her voice breathless. — Don't stop. Keep going.

I kept going. I watched her face contort with pleasure, her back arched, her mouth opened in a long, hoarse moan. I felt the contractions of her orgasm under my fingers — her pussy pulsing, clenching, contracting.

It was beautiful. Watching another woman come because of me was the most powerful experience I had ever had.

She opened her eyes, smiled, and pulled me into a kiss.

— See? You knew how.

— I didn't know anything.

— Yes you did. Your body knew. Your intuition knew. You just never let yourself.

— You taught me.

— You taught yourself. I just showed you the door.

Afterward, we lay on the bed. The sweat cooling on our skin. The smell of sex mixing with bergamot. She lay on her back, and I on my side, my head resting on her shoulder, my hand absently traveling over her smooth stomach.

— What are you thinking about? — Fernanda asked.

— About how I spent thirty years not knowing.

— Not knowing what?

— That this existed. That I could feel this. That liking women was a possibility. In my world, it was always men. Only men. As if that were the only option.

— And now?

— Now I know there's more. So much more.

She turned her face to me. Her honey-brown eyes with little gold flecks shining in the dark.

— Do you consider yourself bi?

— I don't know. Not yet. I think so. But I also don't want to label myself right now. I'm discovering myself. I want to live without rushing to define myself.

— That's mature.

— Is it?

— Many people rush to label themselves. But sexuality is fluid. You can like men your whole life and fall in love with a woman once. Or like both. Or like neither. Or change your mind. There's no manual.

— Do you think I'm bi?

— I think you're Clara. And Clara is discovering herself. And everything is okay.

I was quiet for a while.

— Thank you — I said.

— For what?

— For being you. For looking at me without looking away. For touching me without hurry. For teaching me so much.

She kissed my forehead.

— I like you, Clara. Truly. It doesn't have to be anything serious. It doesn't have to be anything beyond what it was. But know that I'm here. If you want to explore more, if you want to talk, if you just want company. I'm here.

— I like you too. Very much.

— Then it's settled.

We slept embraced. Fernanda's body tucked against mine, our legs tangled, her scent on the pillow. And I slept deeply, without dreams, for the first time in my life completely at peace with who I was.

I woke up with the sun coming through the curtains. Fernanda was still sleeping, her breathing calm, her face relaxed. I lay looking at her for a while — this woman who had shown me a new universe. This woman who, in one night, had demolished walls I had built over thirty years.

I got up quietly, went to the kitchen, made coffee. She woke up to the smell, appeared in the doorway wearing one of my borrowed t-shirts.

— You made coffee?

— I did. Thank you for the night.

She smiled.

— Thank you.

We had coffee in the living room, the sun coming through the window, the plants swaying in the morning breeze. We talked about trivial things. We laughed. And it was natural. It was normal. As if what had happened the night before was not a dirty secret, not a transgression — just a new facet of me that had finally found space to exist.

I left Fernanda's apartment at ten in the morning. On the sidewalk, the sun shining, the cool autumn air, and I felt lighter than I ever had. As if I had taken off a weight I hadn't known I was carrying.

So that line I thought existed — between liking men and liking women — was never there. It was just the filter. It was just the good girl telling me who I could be before I had the chance to find out.

And now I knew. Now I had proven it. Now I was free.

— Clara

Tuesday, 4:12 AM


Chapter 6 — What I Know Now About My Own Body

I'm going to write this as an inventory. Because I discovered I'm the kind of person who needs to catalog to understand, who needs to see it written to believe it's real. After months living alone, after encounters with men and with a woman, after nights of solo and shared exploration, I know things I didn't know before.

What I know now about my own body:

One. I need voice.

Not small talk, not generic compliments — voice. The physical frequency of words near my ear, the specific timbre of someone speaking only to me. Vincent taught me that. Since then it's what I look for first. Before the body, before the face, before credentials — the voice. A deep, confident voice that knows what it wants and isn't afraid to say so.

Two. I like to be held. Not immobilized — held.

There's a crucial difference I spent thirty years not understanding. Immobilizing takes away my agency. Holding gives me an anchor. Hands that find my hip or my wrist or the back of my neck and stay there, with weight, with presence, saying I'm here without needing words. I spent years thinking I wanted lightness, gentle touch, delicate attention. I do. But I also want the opposite. I want the weight. I want to feel that there's someone on the other side who won't disappear if I move.

Three. My body responds to a look. Not to a compliment — to a look.

When someone looks at me in a way that is intention and not protocol, my body knows before my mind does. It's a physical, involuntary response that happens regardless of any conscious decision. My nipples harden. My pussy throbs. My breathing changes. For years I intercepted this response before it could reach the surface. Now I let it come. It's precious information.

Four. I have far more patience for pleasure than I thought.

I thought I was hurried because I was always hurried. But the hurry was anxiety, not preference — the anxiety of not deserving too much time, of being too much to ask, of needing to finish quickly before someone tired of me. When the anxiety goes, what remains is a woman who can stay in pleasure for hours. Who wants to stay.

Five. I like women.

I don't know what that means in terms of labels or categories. I don't know how I'll describe myself when someone asks. I don't need to know yet. What I know is that the night with Fernanda was real and whole and without regret, and if it happens again, I'll let it happen. What I know is that a woman's mouth on my body took me places I didn't know existed.

Six. Orgasms have types. Many types.

I thought an orgasm was just one thing: the climax, the peak, the end. Now I know it's an entire library. There's the quick and intense, which is like a short circuit. There's the slow and deep, built in layers. There's the one from voice, which starts in the mind and spreads. There's the one from touch, which is more physical. And there's the surrender orgasm — the one that happens when you completely trust the person you're with, and pleasure transcends the body.

I had one type. Now I have a whole repertoire.

Seven. Dirty talk turns me on.

I discovered this with Vincent, but explored it afterward alone and with others. Saying out loud what I want. Hearing out loud what someone is going to do to me. Being called a slut, gorgeous, naughty — not as an insult, but as part of erotic play. I don't know why it works. I know that it works.

Eight. My pleasure is mine. It's not borrowed, not a favor, not a concession.

This is perhaps the most important discovery. For years — my whole life — I thought pleasure was something someone gave me. That it depended on the other person's skill, the other person's goodwill, the other person's generosity. Now I know my pleasure is mine. I produce it, I cultivate it, I know it. The other person can participate, can amplify, can share. But the territory is mine.

— Clara

Saturday, 11:50 PM


Chapter 7 — Bruno

I need to write about Bruno.

Not because something extraordinary has happened — not yet, not completely. But because Bruno continues to exist in my universe with a regularity that isn't coincidence and with an intensity that isn't professional protocol. Since that Wednesday in the conference room, since the kiss that almost happened, since the promise of a hotel that never materialized — because life got in the way, because the separation happened, because I dove into myself and he respected my space.

But now I'm ready. Now I know what I want. And what I want includes him.

Monthly meeting, as always. This time I arrived first. I was getting coffee when he walked into the room, and our eyes met diagonally, and I felt everything again — the warmth, the thread, the silent alarm. Only this time I didn't intercept it. I didn't look away. I held the gaze and let my body react.

He came closer to get coffee. We stood near the coffee maker while the room filled around us. I smelled him — the same as always, clean skin, musk, something that was only his.

— You've changed — he said. Low, not for the room.

— Changed how?

— I don't know. But you have. You seem... more yourself.

— I don't follow.

— Before you seemed to always be apologizing for existing. Now you don't.

The words hit me squarely. Because they were true. Because he had noticed. Because Bruno always noticed.

— A lot happened — I said.

— I heard. About the separation.

— Office gossip?

— Concern from someone who pays attention.

The meeting started. The agenda was long, endless presentations, the manager talking about targets. I couldn't pay attention to anything. I could only think about him — the way he held his pen, the jaw that tightened when he was concentrating, the mouth I still hadn't kissed but had imagined kissing hundreds of times.

After the meeting, in the hallway, he caught up to me. His hand touched my elbow — a light touch, but one that burned.

— Can I ask you something?

— Sure.

— Would you like to get a drink tonight?

It wasn't a question between colleagues. It was the other question — the real one, the one underneath, the one with weight and intention and consequences.

I was quiet for a moment. The filter didn't come on. It didn't even try. What came was clarity. I knew what I wanted. I knew I was ready.

— I would. Eight o'clock?

— Eight o'clock.

The bar he chose was small, intimate, with low music and amber lights. We arrived almost at the same time. He was waiting outside — a detail I registered, the kind of detail that tells you more about a man than he probably knows. He looked beautiful. Navy blazer, white shirt open at the collar, the silver strands at his temples catching the street light. His brown eyes looked at me as if I were the only person in the world.

We stayed three hours.

The conversation moved from work to personal life with a fluidity that disarmed me. We talked about my separation — he asked with care, without prying, but with genuine interest. I talked about the new apartment, about the discoveries, about the notebook. Yes, I talked about the notebook. I didn't regret it.

— A notebook? — he asked, his eyes lighting up with curiosity.

— A black notebook. I bought it at a pharmacy in the middle of the night. I write things I don't say out loud.

— And what do you write?

— Everything. What I feel. What I desire. What I'm afraid of. What I've discovered about myself.

— And what have you discovered?

I took a deep breath. I looked him in the eyes and decided to be honest — completely honest, the way I only am in a notebook or in front of someone who deserves it.

— I discovered I spent my whole life pretending. Faking orgasms, faking contentment, faking that I was the good girl everyone expected. I discovered my body feels things I wasn't allowing it to feel. I discovered I like women too. I discovered I like to be held firmly. I discovered I need voice, words, someone who looks at me and doesn't look away.

Silence.

He looked at me for a time I couldn't measure. Then he put his hand on mine, on the table. The touch was warm, firm, exactly how I liked it.

— That's the most honest thing anyone has said to me in a long time — he said.

— It's the notebook. It taught me to be honest.

— And you're being honest with me right now?

— Completely.

— Then let me be honest too. I've thought about you for two years. I think about you in meetings, at home, in traffic. I think about your mouth. Your hands. Your voice. I think about what you'd be doing if you were with me. I think about what I'd do if I had the courage.

— And do you have the courage?

— Now I do.

We left the bar at eleven. On the sidewalk, the cool night air, the busy street. We stood at the exit, neither of us in a hurry to define what came next.

He came closer. His hand went to my face, his thumb on my cheek, and he looked at me up close — so close I could see the fine lines at the corners of his eyes.

— Can I kiss you?

— You can.

Bruno's kiss was everything I had expected and more. It started slow, contained, as if he were savoring the moment. Then it deepened, grew more intense, his tongue finding mine, his hands moving to my waist and pulling me closer.

I felt my entire body respond. My nipples hardened. My pussy throbbed. My knees softened. When we separated, we were both breathless.

— Would you like to come to my place? — I asked.

— More than anything.

— Clara

Friday, 2:37 AM


Chapter 8 — The Night With Bruno

I need to write this with care. Not the filter's kind of care — the care of someone who wants to remember every detail, who wants to do justice to the night that changed everything, who knows that some experiences deserve more than hurried paragraphs. This night was the convergence of two years of glances, of silences, of repressed desire. It was the meeting of two people who spent too long pretending they didn't want it.

And when we finally stopped pretending, the world exploded.

The apartment was in its usual order — my order, the order I developed in these months of living alone, where everything is in the place that makes sense to me. I opened the door and went in, and Bruno came in behind me, and I didn't apologize for the box in the corner or the plants that needed water or the lamp on the "wrong" side of the bed.

He walked through the living room slowly, looking at things — the paintings I chose, the books on the improvised shelf, the window that looks out over the street. I stood at the entrance, watching him observe. There was something profoundly intimate about that — letting someone see the space that was only mine. The territory I had built for myself after I left the home I had shared with another man for years.

— You look at the street a lot — he said, his back to me, standing at the window.

— How do you know?

— The chair is facing the window. The lamp is close to the window. There's a cushion on the windowsill. You arranged everything around the view.

He turned. Looked at me. His brown eyes traveled my face, moved down my body, returned to my eyes. There was a calm in that gaze — but beneath the calm, hunger. The same hunger I felt.

— Do you always notice those things? — I asked.

— Always. But with you, I notice more. I notice everything. Since the first meeting.

I crossed the room and went to him. Not because it was the logical next step, but because I wanted to — wanted it in a way that was my whole body, every cell, the accumulation of two years of imagination. His hands went to my waist with the exact weight I had learned to desire. His thumbs pressing my hip bones through my black dress.

— Are you nervous? — he asked.

— A little.

— You don't have to be. We're not in a hurry.

— Everyone says that.

— But I mean it.

He leaned in. His mouth pressed to my forehead — a light, almost chaste kiss that contrasted with the way his hands held me firmly. Then he kissed my right eyelid. Then my left. Then the tip of my nose. Each kiss was a promise. Each kiss was "I waited two years, I can wait a few more minutes."

— You're kissing me as if I'm made of glass — I said.

— I'm kissing you as if you're precious. It's different.

— I don't want to be precious right now. I want to be real.

He pulled back slightly, looked me in the eyes. His jaw tightened. His breathing heavier.

— Then tell me what you want.

— I want you to kiss me for real. As if you're not afraid.

— I'm not afraid.

— Then show me.

He kissed me. And it was everything.

His mouth found mine with a precision that was almost violent — his lips pressing, his tongue invading, his teeth biting my lower lip hard enough to hurt. I tasted him: black coffee, whiskey, something sweet that could have been dessert or could have just been him. His large hands moved from my hips to my back, found the zipper of my dress, pulled it down slowly. The sound of the zipper descending was the most erotic sound I had ever heard.

The dress fell to the floor. I was left in my bra and underwear — a black lace set I had chosen hours earlier, thinking of exactly this moment.

He stopped. He looked at me.

— Clara.

The way he said my name — his deep voice, hoarse, reverent — made me close my eyes for an instant. Nobody had ever said my name like that. As if it were simultaneously sacred and profane. As if it were a new word he was inventing.

— You're far more beautiful than I imagined — he said.

— You imagined?

— For two years. In every meeting. On every night. I imagined you. Imagined how it would be. Imagined every detail.

— And how is it?

— Better. Infinitely better. Because you're real. Because you're here. Because you're looking at me without looking away.

He took off his jacket. Tossed it on the couch. Then his tie — he pulled one side, the knot loosening, the fabric sliding off his collar. Then the shirt buttons — one by one, his large fingers nimble, revealing his chest. Bruno's chest was masculine, covered with dark hair with a few silver strands, his muscles defined without excess, his stomach firm. I wanted to touch it. I needed to touch it.

— Come here — I asked, extending my hand.

He came. He took me to the bedroom.

On the bed, he continued slowly. He lay me on my back and looked at me — only looking — for a time that felt eternal. The lamp's light drew shadows on his face: his strong jaw, the fine lines at the corners of his eyes, the stubble that was grayer than I had noticed from a distance.

— You're looking at me — I said.

— I am.

— For two years you've been looking at me.

— And you look back. Since the first day.

— You noticed?

— I noticed. You looked away, but before you looked away, you stayed a second longer. I counted the seconds.

He leaned in and began to touch me. But not just any touch — a touch that started with my face. The tips of his fingers at my temples, moving down my cheeks, contouring my jaw. Then my neck — his whole hand wrapping around it, his thumb at my throat, a light pressure that made me hold my breath.

— You like to be held — he said, and it wasn't a question.

— I do.

— Here?

His hand tightened slightly on the sides of my neck.

— Yes.

— And here?

His hand moved to my shoulders, gripped firmly.

— Yes.

— And here?

His hand found my hips, his fingers digging into my flesh.

— Yes. There. Hard.

He kept mapping me. His mouth followed the same path as his hands. He kissed my temples, my eyelids, the tip of my nose. He bit my earlobe and whispered:

— Every time you walked into the conference room, I got hard. For two hours. Sitting in that chair, pretending to pay attention to the slides, thinking about you.

— Thinking what?

— Thinking about how I'd tear off that silk blouse you wear. Thinking about how I'd lay you on the conference table and eat you until you screamed.

The shiver that ran through my spine was total. My back arched. My pussy throbbed.

— Tell me more — I asked.

— You like to hear it?

— I love it. Tell me.

— I thought about you on all fours on the conference table. Your skirt lifted. The lace underwear — I always imagined you wore lace. You do, don't you?

— Tonight I do.

— Then I was right. I thought about pulling those panties off with my teeth. About licking you until you came in my mouth. About hearing you scream my name in the empty room.

— Bruno...

— Yes. Like that. My name in your mouth.

He moved his mouth down my neck, my collarbone, the hollow of my chest. My bra was still on — he unhooked it with one hand, an expert gesture that made me smile. The fabric gave way. My breasts were exposed, my nipples hard as stone.

— Beautiful — he murmured, his mouth hovering over my left nipple. — So beautiful. So hard for me.

His mouth descended and sucked. Hard. His teeth bit gently. His tongue soothed the bitten skin. He alternated between my breasts with equal, generous attention, as if each one deserved the same time, the same care.

My hands grabbed his hair — that dark hair with silver strands I had always wanted to touch. I pulled. He groaned against my chest.

— Pull again.

I pulled.

— That's it. Harder.

I pulled harder, and he groaned louder, and that — watching a man like Bruno, always so controlled, so composed, moaning from my touch — was the most exciting thing of the night so far.

— You like having your hair pulled? — I asked.

— I do. I like many things. But tonight is about you.

— No. Tonight is about both of us.

He raised his head, looked at me. There was something new in his brown eyes — a vulnerability that hadn't been there before. As if I had said the right thing. As if nobody had ever said that to him.

— You're different — he said.

— You've said that.

— And I'll say it again. You're different from all the others. Do you know why?

— Why?

— Because you see me too. You also see me. Not just the man from the meeting. Not just the title, the jacket, the tie. You see me.

I pulled him to me. I kissed him with everything I had. And while I kissed him, my hands went to his belt, opening the leather, the button, the zipper. He helped me, removing his pants and his black boxer briefs. And then Bruno's cock was free — thick, with blue veins running its entire length, the broad head already wet.

It was exactly as I had imagined. The kind that fills your mouth, that fills your pussy, that makes you forget your own name.

— You're looking at me — he said, echoing my earlier words.

— I am.

— For two years you've imagined this?

— For two years.

— And how is it?

— Better. So much better than I imagined.

I touched his cock with my fingertips — first the head, then the veins, then the base. He closed his eyes and let out a low, contained moan. I ran my whole hand along it, feeling the texture — warm, soft, pulsing.

— Suck me — he asked, his voice hoarse. — Please.

I had never heard Bruno say "please." He was always the man with the calm voice and absolute control. Hearing him plead — even minimally — was a gift.

I lowered my mouth.

I sucked Bruno the way I had wanted to for two years. The way I imagined in every meeting while he pointed at slides and asked pertinent questions. The way I fantasized in the shower, in bed, on the subway. My mouth sliding from the head to the base, my tongue tracing the veins, one hand massaging his balls while the other held the base.

He moaned. His large hands in my hair, but without forcing — just following the movement, his fingers wrapping into my hair, his hips moving slightly.

— Like that — he murmured. — That's it. Perfect. Your mouth is perfect.

I looked up at him from below, my mouth full, my eyes meeting his. He moaned louder.

— Do you know how beautiful you look like that? On your knees, looking at me, with my cock in your mouth?

I nodded, without stopping.

— Do you like it? Do you like sucking me?

I nodded again.

— Then don't stop. Keep going. Take me all the way.

I kept going. I sucked with more intensity, accelerating the rhythm, my hand working the base in the same tempo. His moans grew louder, more urgent. His hands in my hair tightened.

— I'm going to come — he warned. — If you don't want it in your mouth...

I wanted it. In my mouth, on my face, on my chest, anywhere. I swallowed every drop. The taste was salty and bitter and warm and perfectly him. I licked the tip to clean it, and he shuddered — too sensitive, but still letting me.

I came back up, lay down beside him, and he pulled me into a deep kiss. His tongue mixing our tastes together.

— Now you — he said, his voice still slightly trembling. — Now it's your turn.

Bruno lay me on my back again. This time, there was no more slowness. There was hunger. His mouth moved down my body with a controlled urgency — neck, breasts, belly, and then between my legs.

He spread my thighs with his large hands, opened me completely, and looked at me. Not from far away — up close. So close I could feel his warm breath on my wet skin.

— So beautiful — he murmured. — So wet for me. How long have you been this wet?

— Since you walked into the apartment.

— Since before. Since we met at the bar. Since you looked at me in the meeting.

— Yes.

— Me too. I've been hard all night. Since I saw you at the bar door.

He lowered his mouth.

The first lick was broad, from my entrance to my clit, his flat tongue covering everything. The second was more precise — the tip of his tongue circling my clit, teasing, testing. The third was direct suction.

My body arched completely off the bed. My eyes rolled back. My mouth opened in a moan that was almost a scream.

— Like this? — he asked, his voice vibrating against my pussy.

— Like this. Yes. Don't stop.

He didn't stop. Bruno licked me as if reading braille — each movement a question, each moan from me an answer. He alternated between broad slow licks and rhythmic suction on my clit. His fingers entered me — two, curved at the exact angle, massaging my G-spot with a precision that came from paying attention, from listening to my body, from noticing what worked.

— You're close — he said. Not a question.

— Very. Don't stop.

— I'm not going to stop. I want you in my mouth. I want to feel you come.

His mouth sucked my clit. His fingers sped up. His other hand held my hip firmly, keeping me in place because my body wanted to flee from the excess of pleasure.

And then I exploded.

The orgasm came like a giant wave — starting in my clit and spreading to my belly, my thighs, my breasts, my throat. I screamed his name. Three times. My legs trembled uncontrollably, clamping around his head. My hands grabbed the sheets so hard my knuckles turned white. My back arched in an impossible curve.

And he continued. He kept licking through the orgasm, prolonging every second, sucking every spasm. He only stopped when I, breathless, pushed his head away.

— Enough — I begged. — I can't take any more.

He came up. Kissed me. I tasted myself in his mouth — acidic, salty, intimate.

— Now — he said against my lips — I want to be inside you.

— Then come.

He turned me face-down. He pulled me by the waist, putting me on all fours. His large hand massaged my ass, opening, admiring.

— You're beautiful from every angle — he said. — But like this... like this takes my breath away.

I felt the head of his cock pressing at my entrance. He rubbed his wet tip against my lips, teasing, and I moaned.

— You want this? — he asked.

— More than anything.

— How long?

— Two years. Since the first meeting. Since the first look.

— Then tell me. Ask.

— Fuck me. Please. Fuck me so good.

He thrust inside.

It wasn't rough. It was a slow, controlled, conscious entry. He went in inch by inch, and I felt each inch — the head making space, the veins grazing my walls, his base finally meeting mine. I felt every vein, every pulse, every detail of his anatomy as if it were the first time I had ever been penetrated.

— Clara — he groaned, his forehead against my back. — Clara, you're... I don't have words.

— So full — I murmured. — So complete. You fill me up.

— Do you like it?

— I love it. Don't leave. Stay.

He stayed. Still inside me for a full minute, both of us breathing, feeling. Then he began to move.

The thrusts were slow at first — deep, rhythmic, each one drawing a moan from both of us. Then they grew faster, more intense, more desperate. The sound of his hips meeting mine echoed through the room. His hands held my hips so firmly I knew there would be marks. And I wanted the marks.

— Like this — I moaned. — Like this. Don't stop.

— You're mine — he said, his voice hoarse, his thrusts growing harder. — Since the first time I saw you. You're mine.

— Yours. All yours.

— Say it again.

— Yours. I'm yours. Fuck me like I'm yours.

— Because you are. You always were. You just didn't know.

One of his hands left my hip and went to my clit. His wet fingers touching me at the exact right spot, at the exact right rhythm. I was close again — the second orgasm approaching, this time more internal, deeper, more all-encompassing.

— Going to come for me? — he asked, his mouth at my ear, his deep voice vibrating on my skin.

— Yes. Together with you.

— Then let's go together. You and me. Now.

He sped up. His thrusts became frantic, deep, his hands firm, his voice in my ear saying things I could barely process — "mine," "beautiful," "perfect," "I'm never letting you go," "two years waiting for this."

And then the world exploded for the second time.

I came with a scream that echoed through the apartment — the contractions came in waves, clenching around his cock, pulling his orgasm along with mine. I felt the hot streams inside me, the spasms of his muscles against my back, the long hoarse groan that came from Bruno's throat as if torn from him.

We stayed in that position for a time I couldn't measure — him still inside me, both of us trembling, sweating, breathless. Then he withdrew slowly and collapsed beside me on the bed.

Neither of us spoke for several minutes.

The sweat cooling on our skin. Our breathing returning to normal. The smell of sex soaking the sheets. His hand found mine and his fingers entwined with mine.

— Two years — he said, his voice still a little hoarse.

— Two years.

— All of that. All of that was waiting.

— Was it worth it?

He turned his face to me. His brown eyes were shining — with emotion, not tears. Or with tears too. I wasn't sure.

— Every second. Every damned meeting. Every night I went to sleep thinking about you. Worth it.

I rolled to my side and nestled against his chest. The dark hair against my cheek. His heart still racing beneath my ear. He held me and pulled me closer.

— You're trembling — he noticed.

— Still. My body is still...

— I know. Mine too.

— It was intense.

— It was. But it's not over.

— No?

— No. I want more. I want you again. And again. And again.

— Now?

— Not now. Now I want to hold you. I want to feel you here. I want to be sure this is real.

— It's real. I'm here. You're here.

— Finally.

We lay awake for hours. Him on his back, me on my side watching him — his profile in the dark, his breathing calm, his silver strands catching the street light that came through the window.

— The notebook — he said. — Are you going to write about tonight?

— I'm already writing it in my head. I'll put it on paper tomorrow.

— What are you going to write?

— I'm going to write that you saw me. That presence is a form of desire. That you entered slowly because you knew every inch mattered. I'm going to write about your mouth. Your hands. Your voice. I'm going to write that I came four times.

— Was it four?

— Three so far. The fourth is still coming.

He laughed — a low, warm laugh that vibrated in his chest.

— You're insatiable.

— You have no idea.

— Then show me. The fourth. Now.

And I showed him. This time it was me who went on top, who lay him on his back and straddled him, who guided him inside me while he held my hips and looked at me as if I were the most desirable thing in the universe. I rode Bruno slowly at first, teasing, rising and falling with absolute control. Then faster, his hands on my breasts, his thumbs on my nipples, his eyes on mine.

— You're beautiful — he said, his voice breaking with the rhythm. — Riding me like this. So gorgeous.

— You like seeing me on top?

— I love it. I love seeing you in control.

— Then look.

I came again — the fourth time — with his name in my mouth. He came right after, his hips rising, his hands gripping my hips hard, his muffled groan against my neck.

I collapsed on top of him. Sweating. Pressed together. Whole.

The next morning, the sun came through the curtains and lit the room. Bruno was still sleeping — face-down, the sheet covering half his body, his breathing deep and calm. I lay looking at him for a while: his jaw relaxed, his dark lashes against his cheeks, the silver strands I found beautiful.

I got up quietly. Went to make coffee. While the water heated, I stood at the kitchen window looking at the street. The same street I saw every morning. But today it was different. Today everything was different.

I heard footsteps behind me. Bruno appeared in the kitchen doorway, naked, his hair disheveled, his eyes still puffy from sleep. The sight of his body — that masculine body, the marks of my fingers on his shoulders, his cock still half-hard in the morning — made me forget the coffee.

— Good morning — he said.

— Good morning.

— You made coffee?

— I did.

— I don't want coffee right now.

— What do you want?

He came closer. Cornered me against the counter. His hands on my waist. His mouth on my neck.

— You.

The coffee got cold. Neither of us noticed.

— Clara

Saturday, 4:15 AM


Chapter 9 — What I Learned About Loneliness

Living alone taught me about loneliness in a way I didn't expect.

I expected it to be hard. I expected the long nights, the heavy silence, the longing for someone beside me even if that someone wasn't exactly what I needed. I prepared for loneliness the way I prepare for anything difficult — in advance, with a plan, with the strategy of someone who knows it's going to hurt and wants to minimize the damage.

What happened was different.

Loneliness exists — I won't romanticize it. There are nights when the apartment feels too big. There are Sundays when I want someone sitting across the table, a presence, a voice, the warmth of another body in the same space. That is real and I'm not ashamed to admit it. I'm human. I need connection.

But the loneliness I found is different from the loneliness I feared. The one I feared was emptiness — the absence of something that should be there and wasn't. The one I found is, many times, space. And the difference between the two is everything.

Space to hear my own silence. To discover what I think when I'm not thinking about what someone else expects of me. To sit at my window in the morning with coffee and just be me — not the attentive girlfriend, not the competent employee, not the available friend. Just Clara. I exist without function. That is new.

I learned to touch myself without hurry. I learned to read books nobody recommended to me. I learned to cook for one person and find it worthwhile. I learned that my own company can be pleasant — that I like myself, in the end. That was the greatest surprise of all.

Bruno sleeps here some nights. Others he doesn't. And that's fine. We both have lives, jobs, our own spaces. He's going through a separation — a complicated process, more than mine, because there are children and years and layers of emotional bureaucracy. I don't rush him. I don't ask. He will come when he can, when he's ready, and in the meantime, I have myself. That is enough.

Sometimes, when he's not here, I find myself thinking about what loneliness has taught me. The main lesson is this: being alone is not the same as being abandoned. I spent years in a relationship feeling lonely — that loneliness wasn't a lack of people, it was a lack of me. Now, even when I'm truly alone, I'm not abandoned. I'm with myself.

— Clara

Sunday, 10:20 AM


Chapter 10 — The Conversation With Renata

Renata called on Saturday morning. Saturday morning is her time to call — it always has been, since college, when we shared a tiny apartment and she'd wake up before me and wake me with coffee and questions. The sacred ritual of processing the week out loud with someone who will truly listen, not just wait for their turn to speak.

I answered on the second ring. I was at the window, with coffee in hand, watching the street wake up. Bruno had left early — an office meeting, a Saturday stolen by deadlines and projects. The bed still smelled of him, and I still had marks on my body, and the silk scarf was still tossed on the bedside table.

— Good morning, gorgeous — Renata said, her voice cheerful. — I woke up thinking of you.

— Good morning. Thinking what?

— Thinking you've disappeared. You haven't told me anything in weeks. What's going on?

I sat in the armchair near the window, curled my legs up, balanced the mug on my knee. And I told her. I told her about Bruno. Not everything — not the explicit details that stay in this notebook. Not about the firm hands on my wrists, about the silk scarf, about the dirty words in my ear, about the slaps and the kissed vertebrae and the orgasms that made me forget my own name. Those things are mine — mine and his, and perhaps this notebook, which is an extension of me.

But I told her enough. That there was a man. That we met at work, two years ago, and spent two years watching each other from across the room. That he was in a relationship, in the process of separating. That I had just ended mine. That our first night together was the realization of something that had been quietly building in silence, in meetings, in hallways, in shared elevators.

— He sees me, Renata. Truly. The way nobody has ever seen me.

— What do you mean?

— He notices things about me. Not just my appearance — though that too, but not only. He notices what I think, what I feel, what I don't say. He noticed that I arrange my apartment around the window. He noticed that I think before I speak. He looks at me and doesn't look away.

Silence on the other end. A silence I knew — Renata's silence of processing, organizing words before letting them out.

— Go on — she said.

— The sex is extraordinary. It's not just sex — it's surrender. It's trust. It's the feeling that every part of me is desired, not just my body, not just a performance. I come, Renata. I really come. Multiple times. And I don't fake anything — not the pleasure, not what I want, not what I won't accept anymore. With him, I'm whole.

— Clara...

— What?

— You're talking about sex. You've never talked about sex with me. Never. In ten years of friendship, you've never shared anything about your sex life.

I was quiet, processing. She was right. During my whole relationship with Ryan, I had never shared anything intimate. My conversations with Renata were about work, movies, trivial things. Never about desire. Never about pleasure. Never about what happened — or didn't happen — in bed.

— I know — I replied. — Before, I had nothing to tell.

— Nothing?

— Nothing worth telling. Nothing true. I was faking it, Renata. Faking orgasms, faking contentment, faking that everything was fine. I wasn't going to tell you about that because it would mean admitting my life was a farce.

— But now it isn't?

— Now it isn't. Now it's real. Every part. Every detail.

Another silence. Then:

— You're different. I had already noticed, even before you told me this. Your voice is different. The way you talk is different. You seem more... I don't know. More yourself.

— Since the notebook — I said, without thinking.

— The notebook?

I bit my lip. I hadn't planned to tell her about the notebook. The notebook was my most intimate secret — more intimate than the sex with Bruno, more intimate than the fantasies, more intimate than anything. But Renata had been my friend for ten years. And I was tired of secrets.

— Do you remember when I separated?

— Of course I do.

— It started because of a notebook. A black notebook I bought at a pharmacy in the middle of the night, after faking an orgasm while Ryan slept. I started writing. Things I didn't say out loud. Things I didn't even know I felt. And writing forced me to be honest with myself. For the first time in my life.

— Honest about what?

— About everything. About the relationship. About sex. About desire. About what I truly wanted and never allowed myself to want. The notebook was... is... a confessional. A place where I stop lying.

— You never told me this.

— I didn't tell anyone. The notebook was the only witness. Until Bruno. Until you, now.

Renata was quiet for a moment so long I thought the call had dropped.

— Renata?

— I'm here. I'm... processing. You know what I've thought since we met?

— What?

— That you were the most intelligent person in our group. The most articulate, the most sensitive, the one with the most potential. But you never believed it. You diminished yourself constantly. You apologized for having an opinion. You accepted less than you deserved — at work, in love, in life. You settled for less as if it were everything.

— And now?

— Now you seem like you've woken up. Now you talk about sex naturally. Now you say "I come" without lowering your voice. Now you have a man who truly sees you and a notebook where you're honest. Now you exist, Clara. For real.

I felt my eyes fill. I held the mug tighter, the warmth of the coffee warming my hands. She was right — about everything. For years, I had been a diminished version of myself. A version that fit into other people's expectations. A version that didn't take up space.

— Are you happy? — Renata asked, her voice softer.

I thought before answering. Not the automatic response, not the "yes" I gave to end the subject. I truly thought.

— I am. Not all the time — life isn't all the time. There are hard days, there are fears, there are insecurities. But I'm happy. Happier than I've ever been. Because now I know myself. Now I know what I like, what I don't like, what I want, what I won't accept anymore. Now I'm me.

— That's everything — Renata said. — That's all that matters.

— Thank you.

— For what?

— For listening. For seeing me. For being my friend even when I didn't deserve it.

— You always deserved it. You just didn't know.

We were quiet for a moment — a comfortable silence, of friends who don't need to fill every pause.

— Can I ask you something? — Renata said.

— Sure.

— In the notebook... do you write about the things you discovered? About what you like?

— I do.

— And what have you discovered?

I smiled. I thought about all the pages of this notebook: Andrew's hands, Daniel's reading, Vincent's thunder, Fernanda's revelation, Bruno's presence. I thought about the words I learned to say. I thought about the silk scarf in the drawer. I thought about the feeling of being on all fours, bound, surrendered, and yet more powerful than ever.

— I discovered I like women too. I discovered I like to be held firmly. I discovered I come from voice, from a look, from a bite, from a slap. I discovered I'm bisexual. I discovered I like to be submissive in bed — but only in bed, and only with someone I trust. I discovered I'm hungry. So hungry. For everything.

Renata laughed — a surprised, admiring laugh.

— Clara. You really have changed.

— I have. For the better.

— For so much better. Now I want to meet this new Clara. In person. We need to set up dinner.

— We can. But no filters. If you ask, I'll answer.

— Agreed. No filters.

— I love you, Renata.

— I love you too, you wonderful crazy woman. Take care of that man. And take care of yourself.

— I'm taking care.

I hung up. I stayed at the window, watching the street, the sun rising over the buildings. And I thought: ten years of friendship, and only now am I being truly honest. Ten years, and only now does she know the real Clara. But better late than never. Better truth than filter.

I picked up the notebook. Started writing.

— Clara

Saturday, 11:45 AM


Chapter 11 — What I'm Still Afraid Of

This notebook would be dishonest if I only wrote about the victories. If I painted a portrait of a fully resolved woman, without doubts, without insecurities, without sleepless nights. The truth is more complex — and the truth is what this notebook demands.

I'm still afraid. Of many things.

Afraid of surrendering too much and losing myself again. I spent twenty-nine years being a version of me that pleased others, and now that I'm discovering who I truly am, there's the terror of erasing myself again. Of repeating the pattern. Of waking up five years from now and realizing I adapted to Bruno the way I adapted to Ryan — not from lack of love, but from excess of malleability. Because I'm good at molding myself. I always have been. And being good at that is dangerous.

Bruno tells me I'm myself with him. That I don't need to mold myself. That he likes me whole — including the parts that inconvenience, including the edges that don't fit neatly. But the fear persists. Because I don't fully trust myself yet. Because I spent decades erasing myself, and that inertia doesn't disappear in a year.

Afraid that Bruno won't leave his wife.

The divorce process is underway, but such processes are slow and painful. There are children involved — two boys, one eight and one twelve, whom I haven't met. There's a house to divide, assets to split, fifteen years of history that can't be undone with a signature. And there's the possibility — real and concrete — that he'll give up halfway through. That the weight of guilt, of responsibility, of "failure" will be too great. That he'll choose to stay.

Bruno tells me he won't give up. Tells me I'm the most real thing that has happened in his life. Tells me he's never loved anyone the way he loves me. But words — however beautiful — aren't guarantees. And I've been deceived by beautiful words before. (By myself, mostly.)

Afraid that if he leaves his wife and we're truly together, we won't work in real life the way we work in bed.

Because in bed it's perfect. In bed, we are fire, surrender, pure desire. But life isn't made only of bed. Life is made of bills to pay, children to raise, bad-mood mornings, illnesses, stress, boring weekends. And what if the intensity that binds us is only sexual? What if when routine arrives, the magic disappears?

I don't know. I have no way of knowing. And that uncertainty is terrifying.

Afraid of regretting the path I chose.

Sometimes, in the middle of the night, when the apartment is quiet and Bruno isn't here, I ask myself: what if I had stayed with Ryan? Not for love — the love had already gone. But for stability. For comfort. Because it was easier. Because the life I had, however unsatisfying, was predictable. And predictable is safe.

Would I have gone crazy? Would I have kept faking orgasms for the rest of my life? Would I have broken down at fifty, thrown everything overboard and regretted not leaving sooner?

I don't know. What I know is that the life I chose — the breakup, the solo apartment, the sexual discoveries, Bruno — is riskier. And risk is frightening.

But every time that fear appears, I remember the price of being the good girl. I remember the nights staring at the ceiling, faking pleasure, feeling the emptiness. I remember the loneliness of being married and alone. I remember the filter — that damned filter that censored every thought, every desire, every impulse.

And then the fear passes. Or rather: it doesn't pass, but it loses strength. Because the price of being free is fear. And I'm willing to pay it.

I'm also afraid of what I haven't yet discovered. Of what is still dormant in me.

In a year, I discovered I'm bisexual. I discovered I like to be called a slut in bed. I discovered I come from voice, from a look, from a bite, from a slap. I discovered I like to be tied up — wrists bound, unable to move, absolute surrender. I discovered I like women: the soft mouth, the hands that know the body from the inside, the different smell, the different texture. I discovered I like giving pleasure to another woman and watching her come because of me.

And the question that remains is: what else is hidden?

What other desires did I repress for so long I don't even know they exist? What fetishes haven't revealed themselves yet? What fantasies haven't I yet dared to name, not even in this notebook, not even to myself?

Bruno sometimes asks me what I want to try. And I answer with the things I already know: to be tied up, to be held firmly, to hear dirty words. But what about the things I don't know? And the desires that don't have names yet?

This fear, though, is mixed with excitement. It's not the paralyzing fear that kept me married to Ryan for years. It's rollercoaster fear — that cold in the stomach before the drop, which is bad and good at the same time. The fear that anticipates pleasure. The fear that says: you haven't seen anything yet.

And that excites me. Knowing there are still unexplored territories in my body, in my sexuality, in my imagination. Knowing that the journey of self-discovery hasn't ended — it's barely begun.

I want to discover. I want to experience. I want to be with women again, perhaps. I want to explore more — perhaps something beyond the silk scarf, perhaps real restraints, perhaps blindfolds, perhaps complete immobilization. I want to test my limits. I want to know where fantasy ends and what I truly like begins.

Sometimes I'm frightened by my own thoughts. The old Clara — the good girl — cries out somewhere deep: this is wrong, this is dirty, this is not what decent women do. But the new Clara replies: so what? Who said I want to be decent?

That "wanting more" is perhaps the greatest change of all. The old Clara didn't want more from life. She settled for little. She accepted lukewarm as if it were the perfect temperature. The new Clara wants. She wants a lot. She wants everything. She wants multiple orgasms and bindings and slaps and dirty words. She wants to be loved and desired at the same time. She wants a relationship that is both fire and shelter. She wants to know herself to the very last inch of her soul.

And wanting — ah, wanting — is what keeps me alive.

I'm still afraid. But now fear walks with me, not ahead of me. It no longer blocks me — it accompanies me. Sometimes it shouts, sometimes it whispers, but I no longer stop.

Because courage isn't the absence of fear. It's feeling afraid and going forward anyway.

And I'm going forward.

— Clara

Monday, 10:30 PM


Chapter 12 — Tonight

Tonight Bruno came for dinner.

I cooked — something I don't do for many people, because cooking for someone is a specific kind of intimacy. It's opening the fridge and revealing what you eat when nobody's watching. It's letting someone see how you move in a space that is yours, with the automatic gestures of someone who already knows where each pan, each wooden spoon, each spice jar is. It's saying "I want to take care of you" without using words.

He arrived with wine and flowers — flowers! — and an expression I already knew: that brightness in his brown eyes that meant he had been thinking about me all day. He was wearing a navy shirt that brought out the silver strands at his temples, and I caught myself thinking that if there were a catalog of beautiful men, Bruno would be on the cover.

— You look beautiful — he said, handing me the flowers.

— I'm in an apron.

— Even more beautiful.

He stayed in the kitchen with me while I cooked, sitting on the only stool that fits in there, his broad shoulders filling the small space in a way that made me feel protected rather than crowded. We talked about work — the company, projects, people we knew. We laughed at office gossip. We talked about his divorce, which was almost finalized — a few more weeks, perhaps a month. He spoke about his children with a love that moved me, and I listened the way he always listened to me: with attention, with presence, with the certainty that what he said mattered.

We had dinner at the small table with candles I bought for myself because I wanted to, not because it was for someone. The flickering light drew shadows on his face, and I found myself hypnotized — by his jaw, his hands, his deep voice that made every word sound like a confidence.

We drank the wine. The conversation went from work to childhood, from fears to dreams, from wounds to scars. At some point, his hand found mine on the table. His fingers entwined with mine. His thumb traced slow circles on my wrist.

— Are you happy? — he asked.

— I am.

— Truly happy? Not the surface happiness you used to have.

— No. This happiness is different. Calmer. More real. It's the happiness of someone who stopped pretending.

— Me too. Happy. After a very long time.

— Was it worth the wait?

He smiled. That slow, corner-of-the-mouth smile that I loved.

— Every second.

After dinner, I washed the dishes. He stood beside me, drying them with a kitchen towel, and I looked at him in the reflection of the window above the sink. He looked back at me in the reflection. Neither of us said anything. It was the most intimate moment of the night — not the sex that would come later, but this. The simplicity of washing dishes together. The feeling that we were building something that was not just desire, not just attraction, not just the urgency of two bodies that had wanted each other for two years. It was life. It was domestic. It was real.

We finished the dishes. He turned me around, kissed me — a sweet, slow kiss that asked for nothing but presence.

— Thank you for dinner — he said.

— Thank you for being here.

— You know I want to be here every day, don't you?

— I know.

— And you?

— Me too. But we don't have to rush. We have time.

— Do we?

— We do. You're not going anywhere. Neither am I.

He kissed me again, and this time the kiss shifted in tone. It grew more intense. His hands on my waist tightened. My hands on his chest moved up to his shoulders, his neck, pulling him closer. When we separated, we were both breathless.

— Bedroom? — he asked.

— Bedroom.

On the bed, he lay me face-down.

— Tonight I want to do something different — he said.

— Different how?

— You've told me so much about what you like. What you've discovered. Tonight I want to do all of it.

I felt a shiver run down my spine. He began to remove my blouse — slowly, kissing every inch of skin that appeared. First my shoulders. Then the back of my neck. Then my cervical spine. My bra was unhooked with the same slowness, his large fingers finding the clasp with the familiarity of someone who has done this many times. The fabric gave way. My back was completely bare.

— Now — he murmured — I'm going to kiss every vertebra.

And he did.

He started at the first cervical vertebra, right at the base of my skull. His warm mouth touched my skin with a lightness that made me close my eyes. Then the second. The third. He moved down my spine like someone descending a staircase — a kiss at each step, his tongue grazing lightly, his teeth occasionally grazing, his lips sometimes sucking at the skin.

— You have the most beautiful back — he said between kisses. — Every curve. Every bone. Every inch.

I moaned softly, my face against the pillow, my hands gripping the sheets. His mouth moved down, down, down. When he reached the lumbar region, he bit the prominence just above the curve of my ass, and I let out a louder moan.

— Sensitive there?

— Very.

— Let me check.

He repeated the bite, this time harder, then licked the spot. My legs trembled. My pussy throbbed. My underwear was already soaked.

— Take off my pants — I asked.

— Not yet. I'm reading you. Every vertebra is a word. You're not in a hurry, are you?

I thought of Daniel, the professor, and smiled against the pillow.

— No. I'm not in a hurry.

— Then let me continue.

He continued. His mouth reached my tailbone, kissed it, licked it, nipped at it. Then it moved to my ass — each cheek received individual attention, lingering kisses, contained bites, his tongue tracing circles. He removed my jeans slowly, kissing my legs as the fabric descended. Then my underwear — the same black lace pair he had torn off on other nights, this time removed with a ritual slowness.

And then I was naked, face-down, exposed. He knelt between my open legs and looked at me.

— Do you know what I see?

— What?

— A woman who knows herself. Who knows what she wants. Who isn't afraid to ask for it.

— I know what I want.

— Then tell me. Again. Everything.

I turned my face to look at him. His brown eyes were dark, almost black. His breathing was rapid. The bulge in his boxer briefs was obvious.

— I want you to hold me — I began. — Firmly. I want you to hold me in a way that I can't get away.

— That's it.

His large hand found my wrists and pinned them behind my back — one of his hands holding both of mine. It didn't hurt. But it immobilized me. And the feeling of being trapped, of being unable to move, of being at his mercy, lit something primal inside me.

— Like this? — he asked.

— Like this. Harder.

He squeezed. My wrists were firmly held. My shoulders arched.

— What else?

— I want you to tie me up.

He was silent for a second. Then:

— With what?

— There's a silk scarf in the bedside table drawer. I bought it thinking of this.

— You bought a silk scarf thinking about being tied up?

— I did.

— You're perfect.

He went to the drawer, took out the scarf — black, silk, which I had bought at an intimate apparel store two weeks ago. The fabric was soft, but firm enough to hold a knot. He came back to the bed, looked at me.

— Hands behind you. Wrists together.

I obeyed. He tied my wrists behind my back with the silk scarf. The knot was firm — not tight enough to hurt, but tight enough that I knew I couldn't get free. The fabric glided on my skin, cool and smooth, and the contrast between the softness of the silk and the firmness of the immobilization was maddening.

— Test it — he said.

I tested. My arms didn't move. My hands were useless. I was completely vulnerable, face-down, naked, tied.

— Are you comfortable? — he asked, and the genuine concern in his voice moved me.

— I'm perfect.

— If it hurts, if it's uncomfortable, if you want to stop, you tell me. Safe word: "silk." If you say "silk," I stop immediately. Understood?

— Understood.

— Say the word.

— Silk.

— That's it. If you say that, I stop. No matter what's happening. Do you trust me?

— I trust you.

He leaned down and kissed the back of my neck. A sweet kiss. A kiss that said "you are safe."

— Now — he murmured against my skin — you're mine.

The shiver that ran through my body was total.

— I'm yours — I confirmed.

— What else do you want?

— I want you to spank me.

— Where?

— On my ass. With your open hand. It doesn't have to be hard — yet.

— Have you done this before?

— No.

— Then we'll start slowly. You tell me if you like it. If you don't, we stop.

— I promise.

His large hand rested on my right buttock. He caressed it. Warmed the skin. Then pulled back. And then came the first slap.

It was light — the sound was louder than the sensation. But the impact, however soft, reverberated through my entire body. My pussy clenched. My nipples hardened even more, if that was possible.

— Did you like it? — he asked.

— Yes.

— Want more?

— I do. Harder.

The second slap was more intense. His large hand hit my left buttock with a sharp crack, and the skin burned, and the burning transformed into pleasure, a warm pleasure that spread like waves.

— That's it — I moaned. — Like that.

— You like being spanked?

— I do. I like being your slut. Being used by you.

He groaned — a hoarse sound, surprised, excited.

— You're my slut?

— I am. Yours. Nobody else's.

— My gorgeous slut. My tied-up slut. My slut who comes when I say.

— Yes. Call me that.

The third slap came, and the fourth, and the fifth, alternating between my buttocks, each one with increasing intensity, each one taking me deeper into that place of submission and surrender. My ass burned. My thighs trembled. My pussy dripped.

He stopped. His hand caressed the warm skin, soothing the sting.

— You're very wet — he said, and his fingers found my pussy. — Dripping. All from being spanked?

— All from being yours.

— Then now I'm going to fuck you. But first, what else do you want?

— I want you to talk. I want to hear your voice. I want you to tell me exactly what you're going to do.

— You want me to describe it?

— Everything. Every detail. Every dirty word.

He leaned over me, his mouth at my ear, his body covering mine — me face-down, tied, defenseless, and him above me, his warm breath against my ear.

— Then listen — he whispered. — I'm going to fuck you from behind. You're like this, tied, exposed, completely open for me. I'm going to push my cock inside you very slowly. So slowly you'll feel every inch. Every vein. Every pulse. And you won't be able to do anything — you won't be able to touch me, you won't be able to hold me, you won't be able to stop me. You'll only receive.

My hips moved involuntarily. My body trembled.

— I'm going to start slowly — he continued. — Nice and slow. Long, deep thrusts. I'm going to hold your hips firmly. I'm going to look at your ass, at the marks of my hands, at your pussy swallowing me. And then I'll speed up. I'm going to fuck you hard. I'm going to fuck you until you forget your own name.

— Bruno...

— Yes. Say my name. Say my name while I fuck you.

— Fuck me. Now. Please.

— Now you want me to stop talking and fuck you?

— I do. Fuck me. Give it all to me.

He pulled back slightly. I heard the sound of his boxer briefs coming off. I felt the head of his cock pressing at my entrance. He rubbed his wet tip against my lips, teasing, and I moaned.

— You want this? — he asked.

— I do. So much.

— Then ask.

— Fuck me, please. Fuck me from behind, tied up, just like the slut I am.

He thrust inside.

The penetration was slow, as he had promised — inch by inch, every detail of his anatomy revealing itself inside me. I was so wet he slid in without resistance. When he was fully seated, his balls resting against my clit, his base completely buried, I felt every vein, every pulse, every detail of him as if it were the first time I had ever been penetrated.

— Clara — he groaned, his forehead against my back. — Clara, you're... I have no words.

— So full — I murmured. — So complete. You fill me up.

— Do you like it?

— I love it. Don't leave. Stay.

He stayed. Still inside me for a full minute, both of us breathing, feeling. Then he began to move.

The thrusts were slow at first — deep, rhythmic, each one pulling a moan from both of us. Then they grew faster, more intense, more desperate. The sound of his hips meeting mine echoed through the room. His hands held my hips so firmly I knew there would be marks. And I wanted the marks.

— Like this — I moaned. — Like this. Don't stop.

— You're mine — he said, his voice hoarse, his thrusts growing harder. — From the first time I saw you. You're mine.

— Yours. Completely yours.

— Say it again.

— Yours. I'm yours. Fuck me like I belong to you.

— Because you do. You always did. You just didn't know.

One of his hands left my hip and went to my clit. His wet fingers touching me at the exact right spot, at the exact right rhythm. I was close again — the second orgasm approaching, this time more internal, deeper, more all-encompassing.

— Going to come for me? — he asked, his mouth at my ear, his deep voice vibrating on my skin.

— Yes. Together with you.

— Then together. You and me. Now.

He sped up. His thrusts became frantic, deep, his hands firm, his voice in my ear saying things I could barely process — "mine," "beautiful," "perfect," "I'll never let you go," "two years waiting for this."

And then the world exploded for the second time.

I came with a scream that echoed through the apartment — the contractions came in waves, clenching around his cock, pulling his orgasm with mine. I felt the hot streams inside me, the spasms of his muscles against my back, the long hoarse groan that came from Bruno's throat as if torn from him.

We stayed in that position for a time I couldn't measure — him still inside me, both of us trembling, sweating, breathless. Then he withdrew slowly and turned me over to face him. He untied my wrists — his large fingers undoing the knot carefully, massaging my wrists afterward, checking that there was no hurt.

— It didn't hurt — I said.

— But it will leave a mark.

— I want marks. I told you.

— I know. My slut likes marks.

— Your slut. Only yours.

He held me. He wrapped his large arms around me and pulled me to his chest. We lay like that for a while, our breathing returning to normal, the sweat cooling.

— I love you — he whispered against my neck.

I felt my heart jump in my chest. He had never said that before.

— What? — I asked, thinking I had misheard.

He lifted his head, looked me in the eyes.

— I love you, Clara. I know it's soon. I know you might not be ready to hear it. But I love you. Since the first meeting, I think. Since the first look. And I'm not going to pretend I don't anymore.

Tears sprang to my eyes — not from sadness, not from cheap emotion, but from fullness. From something falling into place.

— I love you too — I said. — I don't know when it started. Maybe in that elevator. Maybe before. But I love you. So much.

He kissed me. And it was the deepest kiss of the night — not from hunger, but from love. From two bodies that had found each other after years of being lost.

Afterward, we lay there. Him on his back, me nestled against his chest. The window open letting in the sound of the city below. The street light drawing shadows on the ceiling.

— The notebook — he said, his voice soft. — Are you going to write about tonight?

— I'm already writing it in my head.

— What are you going to write?

— I'm going to write about the vertebrae. About the silk scarf. About the slaps. I'm going to write that I came three times and that the third time I forgot my name. I'm going to write that you tied me up. I'm going to write that I trusted you. I'm going to write that you gave me the word "silk" and that made all the difference.

— And about what I said at the end?

— I'm going to write that you love me. And that I love you.

— Will you really?

— It's already written. In the notebook. In my head. In me.

— Can I read it someday? The notebook?

— Someday. When I'm ready. When it's complete.

— And in the meantime?

— In the meantime, you love me. And you fuck me. And you tie me up. And you kiss me vertebra by vertebra.

He laughed. The laugh vibrated in his chest against my cheek.

— Agreed. I'll love, fuck, tie up and kiss vertebrae. For the rest of my life, if you'll let me.

— I'll let you.

— Then sleep. There's more tomorrow.

— More what?

— More everything. More love. More sex. More vertebrae.

— Promise?

— Promise.

I slept in Bruno's arms. And for the first time in my life, I slept without dreams — because reality, now, was better than any fantasy.

— Clara

Tonight


Bonus Chapter — The Last Page of This Notebook

The notebook is almost full.

I look at the pages and think about everything that's here. Andrew and the first choice. Daniel and the rhythm. Vincent and the voice. Fernanda and the discovery of desire without gender. Bruno and presence. The apartment that smelled of paint and now smells of me. The loneliness that became space. The filter that dissolved.

I learned to come alone and with others. I learned to say what I want. I learned my body has an entire library of pleasures. I learned I like men and women. I learned that dirty words turn me on and firm hands anchor me.

But the greatest lesson is this: I exist. Without needing a function, without needing approval, without needing to be the good girl they taught me to be. I exist with desires, with fears, with contradictions, with flaws. I exist whole.

It's not over. Nothing here is over. This notebook ends, but Clara doesn't end. The discovery doesn't end. The courage I learned to practice here doesn't disappear when the last page is full.

The third notebook is on the shelf. Same type, same black cover, this time bought with intention — no pretense, no late-night pharmacy as a cover story. I bought it because I know I'll need it. Because I know I still have so much to discover.

I don't know what comes next. I don't know if Bruno will be the great love of my life or an important transition. I don't know if I'll fall in love with a woman. I don't know if I'll venture into fetishes I don't yet dare to name.

But I know I will live. With my body, with my heart, with my voice. Without filter. Without fear of what people will think. Without asking permission to exist.

The Clara from the first notebook was a woman who looked out the window, waiting for someone not to look away. The Clara from this notebook stepped away from the window. She lived. She came. She discovered. She loved. She made mistakes. She learned.

The Clara from the third notebook? That one is still being written.

And I can't wait to meet her.

— Clara

The last page of the second notebook


END OF BOOK 2

What I Never Told You continues in Book 3 — What She Discovered She Wanted.

Clara knows what she feels. And feeling is dangerous. Feeling is freedom.

* * *


Reader's Note

Clara stepped away from the window. You were there for every step.

In Book 3 — What She Discovered She Wanted — she knows who she is. And knowing is the most dangerous thing there is.

If this story resonated, a review on Amazon makes all the difference. It helps other readers find Clara — and maybe, find themselves too.

— Olivia Cross

Also by Olivia Cross:

What I Never Told You — Book 1: The Good Girl

What I Never Told You — Book 3: What She Discovered She Wanted (coming soon)

What I Never Told You — Book 4: No Going Back (coming soon)

Stay in Touch

If this story left something with you, I’d love to hear it.

You can write to me to share what the series meant to you, ask about upcoming books, send a note, or even tell me what you’d love to see in future stories.

?? authoroliviacross@gmail.com

Every message is read. Every one.

— Olivia Cross
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